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The Hiftorie of 

Henry the Fourth . 

Enter the King, Lord lohn of Lancafter, Earle of 
Wt-ftmerland ) with others. 

King. , 

sO fhaken as we are, fo wan with care? 

Find we a time for frighted Peace to pant. 

And breath fhort winded accents of new broiles, 
^ Xo becommen’ct in ftronds a farre remote .* 

No mote the thirftie entrance ofthisfoile. 

Shall daube her lips with her owne childrens blood: 

No more (ball trenching Warre chanell herfields. 

Nor bruife her flowers with the armed hoofes 
Of hoftile paces : thofe oppofed eyes, 

Which like the Meteors of a troubled heauen, 

All of one nature, of onefubftance bred, 

Did lately meete in the int^ftine fhocke. 

And furious clofe of ciuill b utcherie. 

Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rankes, 

Marchallone way, and be nomoreoppoPd 
Againff acquaintance, kindred andallyes, 

T he edge of Warre, like an ill-fheathed Knife, 

No more (hall cut his Mailer : therefore friends, 

As farre as to the Sepulchre of C hr iff; 

W hofe fouldier now vnder whofe bleffed Crofle 
We are imprelfed and ingag’d to fight, 

Forthwith a power of Englijh fhall we leuie, 

Whofe armes were moulded in their mothers wombs, 
Tochafethefc Pagans in thofe holy fields, 

Ouer whofe acres walkt thofe blelfed feetc. 
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Which 1400. yeares agoe were natlde. 

For our aduantage on the bitter Crofte.* 

But this our purpofe istwelue month old. 

And booties tis to tell you we will goe* 

Therefore we meet not now.-then let me heare 
Of you my gentle Coolen Weftmerland- , 

What yell ernight our Counlell did decree, 

In forwarding this decrc expedience* 

Weft. My Liege, this hafte was hot in queflion, 

And many limits of the charge fet downe 
But yefternight, when all athwart there came 
A Poll from Wales, loaden with heauie newes; 

Whofe word was, that the noble Mortimer, / - 

Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Againft the irregular and wilde Glendorter , 

Was by the rude hands of that Welchman taken, 

A thoufand of his people butchered.* 

Vpon whofedead corps therewasfuch mifule. 

Such beaftly fhameles transformation 
By thofe Welch-women done,as may not be 
Without much lhame, retold or fpoken of. 

K ing* Itfecmesthen that the tidingsof thisbroile. 

Brake off our bufines for the Holy-land. 

Weft. This matent with other like my Gracious Lord, 
Far more vneuen and vnwelcome newes, 

Came from the North, and thus it did report.* 

On Holy-roode day, the gallant Hotftur there 
Yong Harry 7 Vrac,and braue Archibald, 

Tbateuer valiantand approued Scot, 

At Hobnedon met,where they did fpend 
Afad and bloody hour e: 

As by difehargeof their Artillarie, 

And lhape of likelihood the newes was told: 

For he that brought them>in the very heate 
And pride oftheir contention, did take Horfc, 

Vncertaine of the i flue =.. -,y way* 

King, Here is a deare,and true induflrious friend. 

Sir Waiter Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe, 

Stainds 
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Stainde with the variation of each foyle. 

Betwixt that Helmedon, and this feat ofoursj 

And he hath brought vs finooth and welcome newes, 

The Earle oi Dcmglas is difeomfited. 

Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balkt in their owne blood did fir Walter fee 
On Holmedon plaine ; of prifoners Hotfturtooke 
Mordake Earle of /jfoand eldeft fonne 
To beaten Dowglas, and the Earle of Atholl, 

Of Murrey, Angus, and c Menteith : 

And is not this an honorable fpoyle ? 

Agallant prize? Ha,Coofen is it not? In faith it is. 

Weft ♦ A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of* 

King. Yea,therethou mak’ft mefad,and mak'ft me finne 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland , 

Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne, 

A Sonne, who is theTheame of Honors tong, 

Amongft aGroue,the very ftraighteft Plant, 

Who is fweet Fortunes Minion, and her pride, 

Whilft I by looking on the praife of him, 

See Ryot and dilhonour ftaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prou’d 
Thatfome night-tripping Fairy had exchang’d 
In Cradle clothes^our children where they lay. 

And cal’d mine Percy, his P/antagenet, 

Then would I hauc his Harry , and he mine. 

But let him from my thoughts : What thinkeyou Coo fe. 
Of this yong Percies pride? The Prifoners, 

Which he in this aduenture hath furprifde. 

To his ownevfe he keepes, and fends me word, 

I (hall haue none but Mordake Earle of Fife . 

Weft. This is his Vnckles teaching. This is Worcefter, 
Maleuolent to you in all afpeefts .* 

Which makes him prune himfelfe,and brittle vp 
The creft of Youth againft your dignitie. 

King. Bet I haue fent for hinnoanfwere this: 
Andfortbiscaufeawhilewemuft negled: 

Our holy purpofe to lerufalem. 
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Coofen,on Wednefday nest, our Counfell we will hold 
At Winfcry fo informe the Lords,; 

But come your felfe with (peed to vs againe, 

For more is to be faid, and to be done. 

Then out of anger can bevttered. 

Weft. 1 will my Liege. Exeunt. 

Snter P rince of Wales, and fir lohn Falfiaffe. 

Fal. Now H«//,what time of day is it lad ? 

Prince. T hou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old Sacke, 
and vnbuttonmgthee after fupper,& fleepingvpon Benches 
after noone, that thou haft forgotten to demand that truely, 
which thou wouldeft truely know. What adeuillhaft thou to 
doewiththetimeof the day? Vnleftehoures were cups of 
Sacke, and minuts Capons, & Clocks the tongues of Bauds, 
and Dials the lignes of Leaping houfes, and the blelledSun 
himfelfeafairehot Wench in flame coulored Taffataj 1 fee 
noreafon why thoulhouldeft beefuperfluous to demand the 
timeofthe day* 

Indeed you come neere me now Hall, for we thattake 
Purfes,goe by theMoone and feuen ftarres,and not by Pkce- 
iw, he, that wandringKnight fo faire; and I prethcefweetc 
wagge,when thou art King.as God faue thy Grace; Maiefty 
1 Ihould fay, for Grace thou wilt haue none. 

' Tnnce . What none? 

Talf. No by my troth, notfo much as willferue to be pro- 
logue to an Egge and Butter* 

Prmce. Well,how then? come roundly, roundly. 

Falf. Marry then/weet wag, when thou art Kingdet not vs 
that are Squires of the nights body, becalledTheeuesofthe 
dayes beauty; let vs be Dianaes Forrefters, Gentlemen of the 
lhade, minions of the Moone; and let men fay, we be men of 
good gouernmentjbeinggouerned as thefeais.by our noble 
•and chaft Miftris the Moone; vnder whofe countenance we 
fteale. 

Prince. Thoufayeft well, and it holdes well too, for the for- 
tune of vs that are the Moones men, doth ebbe, and flow like 
theSea,being goucrnedastheSeais by theMoone; asfor 

proofc 
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r£e Now a pur fe of gold mod refolutely fnatcht on Mon 
n iaht,and molt diirolutely fpent on Tuefday morning ; 
da> ifh fwearine lay by, and fpent with crying bring in; now 

o? rhe Ladder, a?d by and by in 

“ high a flow as the ridge of the Gallowes. 

* Fall* By the Lord thou fayeft true lad; and is not my Ho- 

ftelle of the Tauerne a moft fweet wench ? _ . 

prince. As the hony of Htbla, my old lad of the Caftie,and 
ie not a Buffe Ierkin a moft fweet robe of durance ? 

Falf. How now, how now mad wagge, what m thy quips 
and thy quiddities ? What a plague haue I to do with a butte 

Prince. Why,whata poxe haue l to doe with my Hofteffe 

of the Tauerne? , 

Falf. Well, thou haft cai’d her toa reckoning many a time 

*%°rtce. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part i 
Falf. No, lie giuethee thy due, thou haft payd all there. 
frin. Yea andclfe where,fo far as my coyne would wretch; 

and where it would not, 1 haue vfde my credit. 

Falf. Yea,and fo vfde it, that were it not heere apparant that 
thou art Heire apparant. But I prethce fweet wag, ft all there 
be Gallows Banding in England , when thou art King? & refo- 
lution thus fubd as it is with the rufty curb of old father an- 
tick the Lawsdo not thou whe thou art a king hang a theefe. 
Prince. No, thou (halt. 

Falf. Shall! ?0 rare ! by the Lord llebeabraue ludge* 
Princ. Thou iudgeft falfe already. I meanethou fhalt haue 
thehanging oftheTheeues,andfo become a rare Hangman* 
Falf. Well Hall , well, andinfomelbrtit iumpes with my 
humor, as well as waiting in the Court,! can tell you. 

Prince ♦ Forobtainingoffutes? 

Yea, forobtainingoffutes, whereof the Hangman 
hath noleane Wardrop,Zblood I am as melancholy as a gyb 
Cat, or a lugd-Beare. 

Prince. Or an old Lion, or a Louers Lute. * 

Falf. Yea,orthe Droveof aLtncolnefiire Bagpipe, 

Princ. What fayeft thou to a Hare, or the melancholy of 




The Hittorie of 

Moore-ditch? 

F-atf. Thou haft the moft vnfauory fmiles.and artindeede 
the moft comparatiue rafcalleft fweet yong Prince. But Hall. 
I prethe trouble meeno more with vanity , 1 would to God 
thou and 1 knew where a commodity of good names wtre to 
be bought : an old Lord of the Counfell rated mce the other 
day in the ftreete about you lir; but 1 markt him not, and yet 
he talkt very wifely; but 1 regarded him not, and yet he talkt 
wifely, in the ftreettoo. 

‘prince. Thou didft well: for Wifedome cries out in the 
ftreets,and no man regardes it. * 

Half. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed able 
to corrupt a Samt.-thou haft done much harme vnto mtHal, 
God forgiuc thee for it Before I knew thee Hall, I knew no- 
thing ; and now am l,If a man fliould fpeakc truely, httle bet- 
ter than one of the wicked;I muft giue ouer this life ; andl wil 
giue it ouer.By the Lord and I doe not, I am a villaine ; lie be 
damned for ncuer a Kings fonne in Chriftendome? 

Prince. W here lhall we take a purfe to morrow ,Iackgl 

Pali. Zounds, where thou wilt lad, He makeone .- and I do 
not.call me villaine, and Baftell me. 

Prmce. 1 fee a good amendment of life in theej from pray* 
ing, to Purfe taking. 

falf. Wh y } Ha/l; tis my vocation Hall: tis no fin for a man 
to labour in his vocation. Enter Poynes. 

Poynns. Now (hall we know if Gads hill hauc fet a match : 
O, if men were to bee faued by merit, what hole in Hellwere 
hot enough for him? Thisisthe moft omnipotent Villaine 
that euer cryed, Stand.to a true man. 

Prince, Good morrow Ned. 

Poines. Good morrow fweete Hall. What fayes Mounfim 
Remorfe? What fayes fir lohn Sackt and S ugar, lackc? now 
agrees the Diuell and thee about thy foule, that thou folded 
him on Good-friday laft,fora cup of Madera and a cold Ca- 
pons legge? 

Prm. Sir lobn ftands to his word, the Diuell ftiallhauefeis 
bargaine, for he was neuer a breaker of Prouerbes : heewill 
giue the Diuell his due. 

Poines, 
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Poines. Then art thou damn’d for keepingthy word with 

^pmee ! Elfe he had been damn’d for Cofeniog the diuell. 

poy. But my lads,my lads,to morrow morning,by foure a 
clocke early at Cjadshilly there are pilgrims goingto Canterbu « 
ry with rich offrings, and Traders riding to London with fat 
purfes. I haue vizards for you all - t you haue horfesfory our 
fclues:6W/-Mlies to night in Rochefier, I haue befpokefup- 
per to morrow night in Eaficheapc j we may do it as fecure as 
fleepe: lfyou will goe,IwilI ftufteyourpurfesful oferownes; 
if you wil not, tarry at home and be hang’d. 

Falf. Heare ye Y edward, if I tarry at home and go not, He 
hang you for going. 

Poy. You will chops. 

Falf. Hal , wilt thou make one? 

Prince . Who,l rob? I a theefe?not I by my faith. 

Falf. Thcr’s neither honefty, manhood, nor goodfellow- 
fliip in thee, nor thou camft not of the blood royall, if thou 
dareft not ftand for ten fhillings. 

Prince. Wcll,thcn once in my daies Ile be a madcap. 

Falf Why,thats wcllfaid. 

* prime . Wellcome what will, lie tarry at home. 

Falf By the Lord jle be a traitor then, when thou art King. 

‘ Prince . I care not. 

Poin. Sir Iohnf prethee lcaue the Prince & me alone,! will 
lay him down fuchreafonsforthis aduenture, that he ftialgo. 

FalWVc l,God giue thee the fpirit of perfwafion,& him the 
cares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft maymoue.,&what 
he heares may be beleeued,that the Prince, may (for recrea- 
tion fake) proue a falfetheef; for the poore abufes of the time 
wantcountenance : farewell, you flial find me in Eaficbeap. 
iVi.Farcwel the latter fpring, farewell Alhollown fummer. 

Poy. Now my good fweet hony Lord, ride with vs to mor- 
row.l haue a ieaft to execute, that I cannot mannagealone. 
Faljlajfe, Harney, Rofifl^znd Gads-hill, fhal rob thofe men that 
we haue already way4aid* your felfc and I, will not be there : 
ana when they haue the booty 3 ifyou and I do not rob theme 
cut this head from my flioulders. 

B 
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Trine. How (hall we part with them in fetting forth ? 

Po. Why, we will fet forth before or after them, and app 0 j nt j 
them a place of meeting, wherin it is at oui pleasure to failed ( 
then will they aduenture vpon the exploit thermeuesjwhich 
thev fliall haue no fooner atchieued, but weelefet vpon the. 
Pr/»,Yca,but tis like that they wil know vs by our horfes^ 1 
our habits, and by cuery other appointmentjto^be our ielucs. 
‘Po. Tut, our horfes they flialnotfee,jlcticthe in the wood, 
our vizard we wilchangc, after we leaue them; & lirra, I haue 
cafes of buckorum for the nonce, to immaske out noted out- 
ward garments. 

Prrn. Yea, but I doubt they wil be too hard tor vs. 

Po. Wei, for two of them I know to be as true bred cowards 
aseuerturndback : and for the third, if he fight longer then 
he fees reafon,llefotfwearearmes. The vertue ofthisieft wil 
be, the incomprchenfiblc lies that this fat rogue will tell vs 
whenwemeeteat fupper, how thirty at leafthe fought with, 
what wards, what Wowes, what extremities he indured, and in 
the reproofe of thefe lies the ieft. J 

2V/«c«Wel,Ile goe with thee,prouide vs al things necclfary, 
and meetemeto morrow night in Eaftcheape,there jlefuppe 
farewell. 

Poy. Farewell my Lord. Exit Popes, 

prince. I know you all, and will a while vphold 
The vnyokt humor ofyour idleneffe 
Yet heerein will 1 immitate the Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagiousclouds 
To fmoother vp his beauty from the world. 

That when he pleafe agaioe to be himfelfe, 

Being wanted,hc may be more wonderd at 
By breaking through thefouleand vgly mifts 
Of vapours that did feeme to ftrangle him. 

If all the yearc were playing holy daies, 

To fportwould be as tedious as to worke; 

But when they leldome come, they wifht for come, 

And nothingpleafeth but rare accidents ; 

So when thisloofe behauiour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I neucr promifed, 
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By how much better then my word I am, 
gy Co much fliall 1 falfifie mens hopes. 

And like bright mettall on afullin ground, 

My reformation glittering ore my fault. 

Shall (hew more goodly, and attrad more eyes. 

Then that which hath no foile to fet it off. 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

Redeeming time, when men thinke leaft I will. Exrt* 

Enter the K.ing,NorthnmberhndjVQrcefter > Hotftur i 

Sir tV alter TSlmt, with others. 

King. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapr to ftirre arvhefe indignities, 

Andyou haue found me; for accordingly, 

You treadvponmy patience : but befure 
I will from henceforth rather be my felfe, 

Mighty,andto be feard,then my condition : , 

Which hath beene fmooth as oylejfoft asyong downe. 

And therefore loft that Title of reifped, 

Which the proud foule ne’re payes but to the proud. 

Wor. Our houfefmy foueraigne Liege Jlittle deferucs 
The feourgeof greatneffe to be vfed on it. 

And that fame greatneffe too,which our owne hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worcester get tnee gone,for I do fee 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye, 

O fir your prefence is too bold and peremptory. 

And Maieftie might neuer yet endure 
The moody frontier of aferuantsbrow. 

You haue good leaue to leauevs: when weneed 

Your vfe and counfell, we fliall fend for you. ExitWer. 

You were about to fpeake. 

North . Yea my good Lord. 

Thofeprifoners in your high nes name demanded. 

Which Harry Percy here at Hoimedon tooke, 

Where as hefayes, not with fuch ftrength denide. 

As he deliuered to your Maieftie. : ; 

Either enuy therefore, or mifprif,on 
I s guilty of ^his fault, and not my (Tonne. 
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Hotj. My Liege,I did deny no prifoners< 

But J remember when the fight Was done. 

When I was drie with rage and extreame to; 

Breathles and faint, leaning vpon my fword, 

Came there a cettaine Lord,neat and trirr 
Freih as a Bridegroome,and his dhin new re 
Shewd like a ftubble land at haf ueft home: 

He vvas perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixthis finger and his thumbeheheld 
A pouncet boze,which euer and anon 
He gaue his hofe.and tookt away againe. 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there,, 

Tooke it in fnuffc,andftill he fmilde andtalkt, 

And as the fouldiers boVedead bodies by, 

He cald them vntaught knaUes,vnmanfterly, 

To bring a fiouenly vnhand-fome coarfe, 

Betwixt the wind and his Nobility, 

With many holy day and Lady tearmes. 
Hequeftionedme: among thereft demanded 
My prifoners in your Maiefties behalfe, 

I then alfmarting with my wounds being cold, 

To be fo peftered with a Popingay, 

Out ofmy griefe and my impatience, 

Anfwered ncgle<ftingly,I know not what. 

He Ihould, or he Ihould not, for he made me mad 
To fee him fhinefo briske,and fmellfofweet. 

And talkefo like a waiting gentlewoamn, 

Of Guns and Drums,and wounds, God fade the marke: 
A nd telling me thefoueraigneft thing on earth; 

Was Parmacity for an inward brufe, 

-4nd that it was great pitty,fo it was. 

This villanous Saltpeter Ihould be dig’d 
Out ofthe bowels of the harmcles Earth; 

Which many a good tall Fellow had deflroy’d 
So cowardly and but for thefe vile Guns, 

He would hauebeen himfelfe a Souldier. 

This baldvnioynted chat of his (my Lord) 

I, anfwered indiredly(aslfaid) 
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And I befeeh youjet not this report 

Come currant for an accuiation 

Betwixt roy loue, and your high Maiefly. 

Blm f.The circumftance confidered,good my Lord 
What er’e Harry Piercie then had laid 
To fuch a perfon,and in fuch a place, 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May reafonably die,and neuer rife. 

To doe him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now, 

King. Why yet he doth deny his prifoners. 

But with' prouilo and exception. 

That we at our owne charge (hall ranfome ftraight 
His brother inlaw, the foolilh Mortimer , 

Who in myfoule hath wilfully betraide. 

The liues of thofe,that he did lead to fight. 

Again ft the great Magitian,damned Glenda##* 

Whofe daughter as we heare,the Earle of March, 

Hath lately married? lliall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeeme a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treafon ? and indent with feares. 

When they haueioft and forfeited themfelues. 

No, on the barren mountame let him fterue. 

Fori fhall neuer hold that man my friend, 

W hofe tongue fhall aske me for one pennie coft, 

T o ranfome home reuolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Reuolted Mortimer ? 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege, 

But by thechanceof warre : to proue that true. 

Needs no more but one tongue: for all thofe wounds* 

Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he tooke 
When on the gentle fiedgiebanke 
In fingle oppofition hand to hand. 

He did confou ndihebefl part ofanhoure 
In changing hardiment with great G tendon er. 

Three times they breath’d, and three times didthey drinke, 

V pon agreement ofCwAtSettcrns floud 
Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 

B i Ran 
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flan fearfully among the trembling reedcs. 

And hid his crilpe-head in the hollow banke, 

Blood-flained with thefe valiant combatans, 

Neuer did bare and rottempolicy ■ »'* 

Colour her working with luch deadly wounds, 

Nor ncuer could the nobl&Mortimer, ■ ni : • ' T 

Keceiue fo many, and all willnigly; . * .. A 

Then let him not be flandered with revolt. 

King* Thou dofthely him Pm^jtbou doQ bely him, 

He neuer did encounter with Glendower, 

1 tell thee, he durftas welihaue met the D iuell alone, 

As Owen Cjletidower for an enemy* 

Art then nocalham’d ? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not heareyou fpeakc of Mortimer, 

Send me yourprifoners with thefpeedieft meanes, 

Or you lhall hearetn, fucha kind from me. 

As will difpl^afeyou.MyLord Northumberland) 

We licence your departure with your fonne, ‘ 

Send vs your prifoners,or you will heare ofit. Exit Kink 

Hot. And ifthediuellcome and roare for them, * 

I will not fend them : I will after ftraight 

And tellhimfo, for I will eafe my heart, 

-Albeit I make a hazard of my head,* 

Nor. What?drunke with choler?fiay and paufc a while, 
Heere comes your Vnckle. 

Hot, S peake of CMorttmer ? 

Zounds I wilfpeake ofliim^ndlet my foule 

.Want mercy if I doe not ioy newith him: 

Yea on his part, lie empty all rhefe veines, 

^nd (lied my dcare bloud,drop by drop i’th dull. 

But I wil lift the down e-t rod Mortimer, 

As high in’th ayre as this vnthankfull King, 
this ingrate andcankred Bulimgbrooke. 

Nor, Brother ,the King hath made your Nephew mad, 
Wor. Who ftrooke this heat vp after I wasgone ? 

Hot. He wil forlooth haue all my prifoners, 

And when I vrg’d the ranfome once againe 
Of my wiues brother, then his cheekelookt pale, 
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And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, 

"Trembling euen at the name of UKortimr. -i 

mr. 1 cannot blame him, was not he proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of bloud? 

Nor t He was j I heard the Proclamation, 

And then it was,when the vn happy King, 

(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did let rortb 
Vpon his Irifh expedition; • 

From whence he intercepted, did returne 
To be depos'd and fhortly murdered. A 

Wor, And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide-mouth ■> 
Liue fcandaliz’d and foiilie fpoken off. 

Hot. But foft 1 pray you, did King T^chjtrdt hen 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer, 

Heire to the Crowne l 
Nor. He did, my felfe did heare it. 

Hot. Nay then 1 cannot blame hiscoofin King, 

That wifht him on the barren mountaines ftaruc. 

But (hall it be that you that fet the Crowne 

Vpon the head of this forgetfull man, 1 

And for his fake weare the detefted blot 

Of murtherous fubornation ? lhall it be 

That you a world ofeurfes vndergoe. 

Being the agents, or bafe fecond meanes. 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon if that I defeend fo low, . 

To Ihew the line and the predicament. 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtile King, 

Shall it for lhame be fpoken in thefe daies. 

Or fill vp Cronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfc, 

(As both of you God pardon it haue done) 

To put downe Richard that fweet lonely Role, 

^hd plant this thorne, this canker Bulling brooks $ 

And (hall it in more fhame be further fpoken. 

That you are fool’d, difearded, and fliookeoff 
By him, for whom thelc lhames ye vnder-went ? 
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No,yct time femes, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banifht honors, and reftoreyour felues, 

Into the good thoughts ofthe world againe: 

Reuenge the ieering and difdain’d contempt 
Ofthis proud King*who ftudies day and night 
To anfwere all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloodie paiment of your deaths: 
Therefore I (ay* 

Wor. Peace Coofin,fay no more. 

And now I willvndafpeafecretbooke, 

And to your quicke concerning difcontents 
He read your matter deepe and dangerous, 

As full of perill aqdaduenterous fpirit, 

As toor’e walkc a Current roringlowd 
On the vnftcadfaft footing ofa (peare. 

Hot. lfhefallin,goodnight,orfinkeorfwimd. 

Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft, 

So honorcrolfe it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the blood more ftirres 
TorowfeaLion,then to ftarta Hare* 

North, Imagination of fome great exploit, 

Driues him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot, By heauen methinks it were an eafie leape. 

To plucke bright honor from the pale-fac’d Moone 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, 
Wherefadome*line could neuer touch the ground. 
And plucke vp drowned honor by the lockes, 

So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without corriuall, all her dignities: 

But out vpon this halfe fact fellowftiip. 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here. 

But not theforme ofwhat he ihould attend, 

Good Coofen giue me audience for a while* 

Hot. 1 cry you mercy. 

Wor, T hofe fame noble Scots thatarc yonr prifoners. 
Hot, lie keepe them all. 

By God he fhall nothauea<S«rofthem, 

No, if a Scot would faue hfsfoule,he (hall not, 



Henry the Fourth* 

lie keepe them by this hand* - • • f 

Wor, You ftart away. 

And I end no care vnto my purpofess 
Thofe Prifoners you fhall keepe* 

Hot, Nay, I vvilljthat's flat : . - • - 

He faid he would not ranfome Mortimer , 

Forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer s 
But 1 will fi nd him when he lies a ileepe. 

And in his eare He hallow c Mortimer. 

May,Uehaue a Starling (hall be taught to fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer, md giue it him, 

To keepe his anger ftillin motion. 

Wor. Heare you Coofin,a word. 

Hot. All ftudiesheere I folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Bulltngbroo^e , 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales. 
Butthatlthinkehis father loues him not, 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchance : 

I would haue him poyfoned with a pot of Ale. 

Wor, Farewell Kinfman,Ile talketoyou 
When you are better tempered to attend* 

Nor, Why what aWafpe-tongueand impatient foole 
Art thou, to breake into this womans-mood. 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne? 

Hot. Why looke you, 1 am whipt and fcourg’d with rods, 
Netled,and flung with Pifmires,when I heare 
Ofthis v ile Polititian Bullmgbrooke. 

In Richards t ime, what doe you call the place; 

A plague vpon it, it is in Gloceflerjhire ; 

Twas where the mad-cap Duke his vnckle kept, 

His vnckle2V%, where I fir ft bowed my knee 
Vnto this King of Smiles, this Bullmgbrooke : 

Zbloud,when you and he came backefrom 'Raucnfpurgh, 

Nor, At Barkly Caftle* Hot. You fay true, 

Why whatacandie deale of curtefie, 

This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me, 

Looke when his infant Fortune cameto age, 
vfnd ge ntle Harry Percy, and kindCoolin : 

c o s 
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0 ,the Diuell take fuch coofeners,God fcbrgiue me. 
Good Vnckle tell your tale,I haue dene* 

Wor. Nay,if you haue not, to it againe. 

We will flay your leifure. 

Hot. I haue done y faith* 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottifh Prifoners, 
Deliucr them vp without their ranfo'me ftraight, 
And make the Dowglas fonneyour onely meane 
For powers in ifcor/aw/, which for diuers reafons 
Which I fhall fend you written bee allur'd, 

Will eafily be granted you, my Lord, 

Your fonne in *SVo//Wbeingthus imployed. 

Shall fecretly into the bofome crecpe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, wel-belou’d, 

The Archbifhop* 

Hot. Of Torke-, is it not i 
Wor. True, who beares hard 
His brothers death at Brtftew the Lord Scroopei 
I fpeake not this in elhmation, 

Aswhatl thinke might be,but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fet downe, 

And onely ftaies but to behold the face 
Of thatoccafion that fhall bring it on. 

Hot. I fnjell it.- vpon my life it will doe well* 

Ner> Before die game s afoote thou Hill let’ll flip, 
Hot. Why, it cannot choofe but be a noble plot. 
And then the power of Scotland,nxi& of 2 >%. 

To ioyne with Mortimer, ha. 

Wor. And fo they (hall. 

Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aymd. 

Wor. And tis no little reafon bids vs fpeed, 

To faue oar heads, by railing ofa Head: 
For,beareour felues as euen as we can. 

The King will alwaies thinke him in our debt, 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisSed, 

Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. 

And lee already, how he doth begin 
To make vs Grangers to hislookes ofloue, 

‘-v ' ' !s . • % 
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Plot He does, he doesjweele be reueng’d on him. 
mr. Coofin,fareweU.No further goe in this, 

Then I by Letters fhall diretf your courfe 
When time is ripe,which willbefuddenly; 
lie tleale to G lendower, and loe, Mortimer, 

Where you and Dowglas^nd our powers at once, 

As I will fafhionit, fhall happily meet, 

To beare our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes. 

Which now we hold at much vneertaintie. 

Nor. Farewell good brother,we fhall thriue*! trult* 

Hot. Vpckle, adue; O let the houres be fliort. 

Till Fields, & Blowes,& Grones, applaud our Iport* Exeunt. 
Enter a Carrier with a Lanterne in his hand. 

1 .far. Heigh ho, an it be not foureby the day,jle be hangd, 
Charles-waine is ouer the new Chimney, and yet our horfe not 
packt. What Oftlerl 

Oft. e^non,anon. c . 

i . Car. I prethee 7^, beat Cuts Saddle, put a few Hecks in 
the point,poore iade is wrung in the Withers.out of allcelle* 
Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car. Peafe and Beanes are as dankeheere as a dog, and 
that is the next way to giue poare lades the Bots: "this houfe 
is turned vpfide downe fince Robin Oilier died. 

1 . Car . Poore fellow neucr ioyed fince the price of Oates 
rofe,it was the death of him. 

2, Car. I thinke this to be the mod villanous houfe in all 
Z>#d<?#road for Fleas, I am ftunglike a Tench. 

i . Car. Like a Tench? by the MalTe there is neare a King 
chriften, cold be better bit, the I haue bin fince the fir ft cock. 

2 • Car. Why, you will allow vs nere a Iordaine, and then 
wee leake in your Chimney, and your Chamber-lie breedes 
Fleas like a Loach* 

1 . Car. What O filer, comeaway-,& be hangd, come away* 

2. Car. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, &two razes ofGin- 
ger.to be deliuered as farre as Charing-crofte. 

i. Car Gods body the Turkiesinmy panier are quite Tlar- 
ued: what Oftlerl a plague onthee, baft thou neuer an eye in 
thy head? canft not heare, andc’werenotasgood a deed as 

Ct drinke. 
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drinke, to breatke thepateof thee,I am a'vcry viHarnej come 
and be hang’d,haft no faith in thee: 

Enter Cjads-htll. 

Gads-hid. Good-morrow What’s a clocke? 

Car* Ithinkeitbetwoaclocke. 

Gad, I prethee lend me thy Lantherne.tofee my Gelding 
in the Stable, & 

«. Car * Nay byGodfoft; Iknowatricke worth two of 
that I faith. 

Gad. I prethee lend me thine, 

z.Car. I, when, can ft tell? Lend me thy Lanternefquoth 
he)Marry lie fee thee hanged firft. 

Gad , Sirra Carrier, What time do you meane to come to 

London. 

2 Car* Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, I warrant 
thee. Come neighbor Aiuges , weele call vp the Gentlemen 
they will along with company, for they haue great charge. ? 

Enter Chamber lame. ExeunP* 

Qad. What ho, Chamberlains. 

Cham. At hand quoth Picke-purfe, 

Gad* That’s euen as faire,as at hand qd . the Chamber-lam, 
for thou vaiieft no more from picking of purfes,then giuing 
diredion dothfrom labouring: thou layeft theplothow. 

Cham. Good morrow Matter Gads-hitl, it holds currat that 
I told you yefter night, there’s a Franklin in the wild of Kent, 
hath broght three hundred Marks with him in Gold, I heard 
him tell it to one of his company laft night at fupper, a kind 
of Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too, God 
knowes what, they are vp already, and call for Egges & But- 
ter :theywill away prefently. 

Gad. Sirra, if they meet not with Stint Nicholas Clarkes, 
He giue theethis necke. 

Cham. No, He none of it; I prethee keepe that for the 
Hangman, for I know thou worfhipeft Saint Nicbcla<,z$ true- 
ly as a man of falihood may. 

Gad. What talked: thou to me of the Hangmanfif I hang, 
Jie make a fat paireof gallows.-for if I hang, old fir John hags 
wjth,me,& thou knowes he is no ftaruekng : tut, there areo- 

'• ' the® 
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. Tmians that thou dream’ft not of , thewhich for fport 

fixpenny Linkers, nor cranciuility, Burgomafters 

willilrike foo- 

and grcat 0 neyers, ^h^Qone^ ^ drinkc> & drin kefooner 
thcnpr^andVetfz°unds)I 

Wh,t the Common-wealth their Bootes? will ihe 
*’°G I T She vIS fee hath liquord hertwe llealc as 

Wa S™N^by my faith, 1 thinkeyou arc mote beholding 

to the night then to Fernefeed,for your walking inuifible. 

all (fine me thy hand.thou lhalt haue a (hate m out put- 

£nttr Prince, Pynet,<mdPcte,&c. , 

,Pm,s. Conic fcelter, llieltct, 1 haue remoouea 
Horfej and he frets like a gum’d vcluet, 

Prince. Stand clofe. Enter Falfiajfe * 

Fair. poines,Peines } znd be hangd Pomes. 

Prince* Peace ye fat kidneyd ratcall, what a brawling doeft 

thou keepe? 

Fal(. What Poines, Hal t , 

, Pnnce. He is walkt vp to the top of the hill.Ue go feek him. 

Fall. 1 am accurft to rob in that theeues company, the rafeal 
hath remoued my horfe,and tyed them I know not where, it 
I trauel but 4. foot by thefquire further a foot,l (hall breakc 
my wind : Welt, Idoubt net but to die a faire death for ail 
this, if I fcape hanging for killing that rogue,! haue forfworn 
hiscompany hourdy any tii^c this 2,2 ♦year^ana yet 1 
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witchtwith the rogues company. If the rafeal haue not gi acn 
me medicines to make me loue him,jle be bandg; it cold not 
be elfe,l hauedrpnke medicines, Pomes, Hal, a plague on you 
both. BardoU, Pete, lie ftarue ere jle rob a foot further .• and ( 
t’wereuet as good a deed as drinke,to turne trueman,andtQ 
leaue thefe Rogues, I am theverieft V arlet that euer chewed 
with a tooth : eightyardesofvneuen ground, isthreefcore 
and ten miles afoot with me: and the ftcny hearted Villaines 
know it well enough, aplaguevpon it when theeucs cannot 
be true one to another. They, whittle. 

Whew, a plague vpo you all,giue memy Horle, you rogues, 
Giue me nvy Horfe,and be hangd. 

Triii. Pe'acc ye fat guts,liedpwne,lay thine eare clofe to the 
ground,andlift if thou can hearethe tread of Trauellers, 

Falf. Haueyou any leauers tolift me vp again beingdown? 
ZblQud,lle not beare mine owne fleib fo far afoot againe for 
all the Coyne in thy Fathers Exchequer:what a plague mean 
ye to colt me thus? 

Prince. Thou lieft,thou art not colted,thou art vncolted, 
Falf I prethee good Prince Hal, helpe mee to my horfe, 
Good Kingsfonne. 

Prince. Out you Rogue, (ball I be your Oftler? 

Fqlf.Go hang thy felfe in thine owne Heire apparant Gar- 
ters :if Ibetane, jlepeach for this: and 1 haue not Ballades I; 
made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a cup of Sacke be ray 
poyfon : when ieaft is fo forward, and afoot too, I hate it. 

Enter Gads - hill. 

Gad. Stand.- ial. So I doeagainftmywill. 

Tom. Otis our fetter, I know his voice.-^r^o/whatnevves? 
Bar, Cafe y ee,cafe ye jon with your V izards,ther’s mony 
of the Kings comming downe thehilhtis going to the Kings 
Exchequer, 

Falf. You lie you rogue, tis going to the Kings Tauerne. 

„ (fad. There’s enough to make vs all. 

Falf. Tobehanged. 

Prince. You foure (ball front them in the narrow Lane: 
Ned Tomes and 1, will v\ alke lower; if they fcape from your j 
encounter, then they lightonvs. 

Petit [ 
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pete. But how many be they of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

v a ir. Zounds, will they not rob vs ? 

Prince. What ? a coward Sir Iohn Pawnch? 

Falf. Indeed I am not Iohn of Cjant our Granfather, but 

vet no coward, Hal, 

7 Prince ' Well,weele leaue that to the proof e. 

pL,. Sirra/^th, horle ftands behind the hedge, when 
thouneedeft him, there thou (hakfind him, farewen,& ftai 
Falf Now cannot I ftrike him ifl (hould be hangd. ( fait. 
Trine. Ned, where areour difguifes? 

Poines. Heere hard by Band clofe. , , rv 

Falf Now my maifters, happy man be his dole, lay, eue y 

man to his bufines. • 

Enter the Tr duellers, 

Tra. Come neighbor, the boy fhallcadour horfes down? 
the hill,weele walke a foote a while, and eafe our legs. 

thmu. Stay. Tra. Iefus blctfevs. 

. Falf. Strike, downe with them,QUt the villauaes throats . a 
horefon caterpillars 1 Bacon-fed knaues, they hate vs youth, 
downe with them, fleece them. 

Tra. Q>we are vridone, both we and ours for euer. 

Falf. Hangyegorbellied knaues,arcyevndone.?noye fat 
chuffes, l would your {tore were heere.-on bacons, onf what 
yeknauesfyongmen mud liue, you are grand Iurers,are ye? 
weeleiureyeyfaith. 

Heere they rob them and bind them 5 Enter 
the Prince, and Poynes . 

Prince. Thetheeues haue bound the true men: now could 
thou and I rob the theeues^and goe merrily to ZW<?»,itwold 
be argument for a weeke, laughter for a month, andagood 
ieft for eu?r. 

points. Stand clofe,! hearc them comming. 

Enter thetheeues againe. 

Falf Come my mafterSjlet vs mare, and then to hoTfc be- 
fore day: and th c Prince & Poines he not two arrant cowardes, 
theres no equity ftirring,ther’s n'o more valour in that Poines _ 

4r\ ^ 1 ^ a hmI J 1 lit/* 1/ o 
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is4s they are {haring, the Prince & P B y m 
Pn#, Your money. 5 fet vpon them, they all run away, an/pf 
Pom. Villaines. ) pffe after* blow or two runs Away too, l ea \ 
C uing the booty behind them. 

'Erin. Got with much eale. Now merrily to horfe,the theeuej 
are fcattered,and polleft w ith fearefo Iirongly,that they dare 
not meet each other, each take his fellow for an officer, away 
good Ned, Fa/pffe fweare to death, and lards rheleane earth 
as he walkes along.-wert not for laughing, 1 ihould piety hi m . 
Peynes. How tne rogue roard Exeunt. 

Enter hlotjpurfolus, reading a Letter. 

Butfor mine owne part, my Lord) l could be well contented. tob t 
therein rejpefit ojthe hue I beare your houfe. 

He could be contented, why is he not thenj'in refpefl: of the 
loue he beares our houfe .-he ffiowes in this, he loues his own 
barne better then he loucs our houfe. Let me fee fome more. 

The purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous . 

Why thats certaine,tis dangerous to take a cold, to deep, to 
drinkc; but 1 tell you (my Lord foole) out of this nettle dan- 
ger, we plucke this flower fafety. 

The purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous, thefriendsyou haue named 
vncertaine,the time it felfe vnforted,andyour whole plot too light for 
the comterpoife of fo great anoppofticn, 

Sup you fo,fay you fo,l lay vnto you again, you are a flial- 
.ioW cowardly hinde,& youlie;v\hatalack-braineisthis?by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer was laid, our friend 
true & con fl ant.-a good plot, good friends,& ful of expedatio 
an excellent plot, very good friends ; what a frofty fpirired 
Fogue is this? why my L.ofiTp;^ contends the plot, &thege* 
neral courfeof the adion, Zounds &I were now by thisrafeal 
J could brainehim with his Ladies Fatine.Isthere/iot my fa- 
ther my vnckle, & my felfe, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord 
of7V4>.& Owen (jlendorver : Is there not befides th zDowglml 
haue 1 not all th £ ir letters to meet me in Armes by the ninth 
of the next month ? and are they not feme of the let forward 
already? What a pagan rafcall is this & Infidell? Ha, you fliall 
- feenowin veryfincerity offeareand coldheart,willhetothe 
King, and lay open all our proccecdings.0,1 could diuidemy 
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felfe and «o tobuffcts,tormouingfuchadifb of skim Milkc 
with’fo honorable an adion. Hang him, let him tel the King, 
we are prepared. I willfet forward to night. Enter bus Lady, 
How now Kate, l tnuft leaueyou within thefe two houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord,why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue 1 this fortnight been 
A banilht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell mc/v\eet Lord, what is t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe f 
Why doft thou bend thine eies vpon the earth. 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the freffi bloiid in thy cheekes* 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee, 

Tothick-cyd muflng,and curft melancholy? 

In my faint flumbers,I by thee watcht. 

And heard thee murmure tales of yron Warres, 
Speaketearmes of manage to thy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt 
Offallies; and retires, trenches, tents, 

Of Pallizadocs, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin. 

Of prifonersraafome.and of fouldiers flaine, 

And all the current, of a heddy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath been fo at war, 

^nd thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe. 

That beds offweat hath flood vpon thy brow. 

Like bubbles inalatedifturbed ftreame, 

>ind in thy face ftrange motions haue appeard. 

Such as we fee w hen men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fodainehaft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy bulines hath my Lord in hand. 

And 1 mult know it.elfe heloues me not. 

Hot. What ho, is gi/liamswith the Packet gone? 

Ser. He is. my LorJ,an hoUre agoe. 

Hot. Hath AW.”/- brought thofe Horfesfrom the SherifFe? 

Ser. One Horfefmy Lord, he brought euen now. 

Hot. W hat Horfe? a roane,a crop care, is it not? 

Ser . It is my Lord. 

D H*t* 
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Hot. That Roan Ihal be my throne. WellJ wil back him 
ftraight. Entrance, bid Butler lead him forth into the parke 
Lady , But beare you my Lord, 

Hot. What fa left thou my Lady ? 

La. What is it carries you away l 
Hot. Why, my horfe(mylouejmy horfe. 

La, Out you mad-headed ape,a weazel hath not fuch a dcale 
oftpleene,asyou are toft with. In faith jle know your bqfines 
Harry, that J wil. l f'care,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hath fent for you to.linc. liis enterprife, but if you 
Hot. So tar a foot, I flialbc weary, loue. fp 0 

La, Com,come,you Paraquito.anlwei me dire<ftly,vr>tc this 
queftion that I ihal aske : in faith lie breake thy little finger 
Harry find it thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away,away you trifler,loue; 1 leue thee not, 

3 care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play w ith mammets,andtotilt with lips. 

We mu ft haue bloudy note*, and trackt crownes, 

><nd paile them currant too : gods me my horfe, 

Whattaift thou Kate,v, hat would!! thou haue with me? 

La. Do you not loue me? do.you not indeed? 

W el doe not then? for fince you loue me nor, 

1 will nor loue my fdfc.Doeyou not loue me? 

Nay, tell me,if you fpeake in icaft,or no ? 

^ ome w ilt thou fee me ride? 

Ahd when 1 am a hoife-backe,lwiliftveare, 

I loue thee infinitly.Butharkeyou Kate, 
fi?“ , no * haue >ou henceforth, queftion me? 

Whither I go : nor reafon were about. 

Whither I rnuft,! mult : and to conclude. 

This euening muft I leaue you gentle Kate, 

I know you wife, but yet no farther wife. 

Then Harry Tcn yes wife. Conliant you are, 

JBut y er a woman* and for fecrecie* 

Nq Lady clofcr*for i will belecue. 

Thou wPt not veter what thou doeft not know. 

And iofarwililtuft thee, gentle Kate* 

***■ How, fo far? 

mu 
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Hot, Notan inch further; butharkeyou Kate 
Whiter I go, thitlier (halt you goetoo: 

To day will I fee forward, to morrow you: 

Will this content you Kate ? 

It muft of force. 

Snter'-Prince a>dPcynes. 

‘Prince. Ned, prethee come out oi that fat roomc, and lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poynes, Where!. aft been eHal!? 

fnn. With three or toure Logger-heads, amongft three or 
foure-fcore Hogs-heads.l hauetounded thevery bale firing 
of Huinilitie.Sn i a,l am Iwome brother to a leaih ot Drawers 
and can call them all by their Chriftian names, as Tom, Dick} 
and Francis : they take it already vpon their faluation, that 
though 1 be Piinceof Wales, yet 1 am the king of Curtefie , & 
tell me flatly, I am not proud Iacke like Faiftaffe-, buta Conn- 
than, ahd of mettall,a good Boy (by the Lord fo they cal me) 
and when I am king of England, 1 (hall command al the good 
lads in Eaficheap. They call drinking deepening Scarlet* & 
when you breath in your watring,they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude , 1 am fo good a proficient in one 
quarter of an houre,thatIcandrinkc with any Tinker in his 
ownelanguagedurmg my life. 1 will tell thee Ned, thou haft 
loft much honor, that thou wert not with me in this adlion : 
but fweet iW^;tofweeten which name of Ned, 1 giuc thee this 
penniworthof Sugar , clapt euen now into my hand by an 
vnderskinker, one that neuer fpake other Englifh in his life, 
then S. (hillings & 6.pcnce, ZtTou are welcome, with this fhrill 
addition, Anon.anonfir, shore a pint ofBaflardin the Halfe moon, 
or fo. But Ned , to uriue away time till Falftaffe come, 1 pre- 
thee doe thou (land in fomeby-roomc, while I queftion my 
puny Drawer, to whatend he gaue me the Sugar, & do neuer 
I'.-aue calling Trancu, that his tale to me may be nothing but. 
An >n ftep afide,and He fticw thee aprefent. 

Poines, Francis* 

Prince. Thou art perfect. 

Pomes. Francis, 

Fran, <4non,ano n fir*looke down into thePomgranct, Ralfe* 
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prince. Come hither Francis* 

Frauds. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft tho*ifoferue,FttH**r? 

Francis. Foriooth fiuc yeares,and as much as to 
Voines, Francis, 

Francis, Anone, anone fir. 

Prince. Fiueyearesjberlady along leale for the chincking 
of Pewter : But Francis , dareft thou be lo valiant* as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and fhewita laire paireof 
heeles,and runne from it? 

Francis, O Lord fir, Ilebefwornevponallthcbookesin 
Jztfp/dftdyl could find in niy * * r 

Poines. Francis. Francis. Anone ur* 

Prince, How old art thou Francis / 

Francis. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I mail be 
Pomes. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you flay alittle,my Lord. 

* prince . NaybuHiarke you Francis , for the Sugar thou 
gaueft me, t’ was but a penny worth,waft not l 
Francis. O Lord* 1 would it had be^ne two* 

Prince. I will giue thee for it a thoufand pound, askeroce 
when thou wilt, and thou (halt haue it. 

Poines. Francis* ' Francis. knov\,3X\anz, 

'Prince. Anon Francis! No Francis but to morrow Francis, 
or Francis, on thurfeday ; or indeed Francis, when thou wilt : 

But Francis . 

Francis. My Lord, . 

Prmce. Wilt thou rob this Leatherne Ierkin.Cnriltall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke flocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanilh pouch/ 

Francis. O Lord fir, who doyoumeane/ 

Prmce. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour onelie ; 
drinke : for looke you Francis, your White canualfe doublet 
will fulley , In BarbaryFwpx. cannot come to lo much. 

Francis. Whatfir; Pomes. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue,doft thou not heare them caU. 
lie ere they both call him , the Drawer fiands amazed, not 
knomngwhich waytogoe. Enter V miner. 
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doore, lhall we be merry? mv \ A d . but harke yee, what 
Pom. As merry as Crickets, my iaa . out / j . 
cunning match haue you made with this left of the E>ra* , 

“STam Si d humors.that haua Brewed themrelues 

humors* fince the old dales of good t0 yl/hat’s a 

“ eo f this prefenl Twelue adoke atmidurght. Whats a 

clockef^ww? 

Pr^r^h^t^erth^fellow Ihould haue fewer words theti 
n^Whefon ofaWomamHis induftry is vp ftaires 




^ not yet of mind, the Hotfturol 
‘dsmefome * or 7, dozen of SMt ata breakfaft, walhes hss 
lands, and fayes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life, 1 want 
vorke O my fyveet Harry fayes (he’ how many haft thou kild 
o day? Giue my Roan horfe adrench(fayes he)andanfwm, 
bme fourteeneianhour after: a trifle, a trifteJpretheccan 
F Me, lie play Percy, and that damr.de Browne (hall play 
LLcMortimerlvs wife.i^faies the drunkard**! m ribs, 



Poines, Welcome Iacke , where haft thou beene? 

Falf. A plague of all cowardsl fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry &. Amen ; giue meacup offackboy. E rellcad this 
life long* lie fow neather [locks, & mend them,& foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards; Giue me a cup of faeke, rogue, is 

there no vertuc extant? ... 

p r in. Di j ft thou aeuer/ee Titan kiffe a difh or butter ,pitti- 
fyll hearted Titanihsx melted ar the Iweet tale of the Sun ? if 
thoudidft;then behold that compound, 

D 3 £#• 
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You fogue, here s Lime in this Sack too, there is notf • 
but rogery to befound in villanous manjyet a coward u w 
then acup of Tack with lime in ir. A villanous coward, con* 5 I 
waies old lacke, die when thou wilt, if manhood, giodnia^ 
hood be not forgot vpontne face of the earth, then anil'* 
fhottcn herring; there hues not 3. good men vnhangd in ^ 3 
land, and one of them is fat, and growes old 3 God hclp e ( 
while, a bad world! fay : l would 1 wereaweauer,! could (i ^ 
PlahneSjCrany thing. A plague of all cowards,! fay (till, ^ 

Prose* How now Wollacke,vvhat n.utter you , 

Fa/, A Kings Son; ifIdoenotbcattheeoutoftbyKj no . 
dome with a dagger of Lath, and driu all thy Subicdfs afore 
theelikeafl ckeof Wild-geefe, lleneua wearehaire onmy 
face more, you Prince of Wales, 

Prin. Why you horfon round man, what’s the matter/ 

Fat, Arc you not a coward? anlwerc me to that, and p 0 i m 
there. 

Prin. Zounds ye fat paunch, and ye call me coward, by the 
Lord jle Hub thee, 

Fal. I calltnee coward? jle fee thee damndeearel call thee 
co*ard,but I would glue a thoufand pound 1 cold run as fall 
asthoucanft. You are Uraight enough in the llioolders,you 
care not w ho fees your backc; call you that backing ofyour 
friends?apiaguevponfuch backing; g;uemethemthatvull 
face me.giue me a cup of lack, I am a rogue if I drunk today 

Prt, Q villaine,thy lips are Icarcc wip’d fincethou drunkft 
la ft. Fal. ^ll’s one for that. He dnnki, 

A plagueof all cowars ftillfay 1. 

Prin, What’s the matter? 

Fal. What’s the matter? hecrebee foure of vs, hauetanea 
thoufand pound this morning. 

Pnn. Wherein it where is it? 

Where is it / taken from vs it is : a hundred vpon 
poore foure of vs. 

Pnn. What, a hundred man f 

Fal. I am a roj.ue,if ] v\ care not a halfe fword,with a doze 
ofti iem two houres together. 1 haue fcaped by miracle. 1 am 
eight times thiull through the DcuDlet, fouic through the 

Hole, 
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Hofc my buck’er cut through & through, my Sword hac kt 
like a hand- faw, kce fanum. 1 neuer dealt better lince 1 was a. 

tnan>all would not do. A plague o(alcov\ards, let ibemlpeak 

if they fpeake more or lelle then truth, they arevdlames, and 

the fonnes ofdarknelfe ■ 

Gad. Speake firs, how was it ; 

Roft. Weefourefctvponiome dozen. 

Falft. Sixteen e at leaf!, my Lord. 

Rojs. And bound them. 

Peto. No,no,they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue they were bound, euery man of them, or 1 
ama lewelfe.anEbrew lew. 

Refs. As we were fliaring.fome 6. or 7. frefh men let vpo vs. 
Fal. And vnbound the red, and then come in the other. 
Pnn. What fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All ? 1 know not what you call all ; but if I foughtnot 
with fifty of them, I a n a bunch Radilh ; if there were not 
two or three and fifty vpon poore old iack^ then am I no two 
leg’d creature. 

poin. Pray God you haue not murthered foroe of tnera. 
Pal. Nay that’s pall praying for, 1 haue pepper d two of 
them, Two l am fure I haue payed, tw o rogues mBuckrom 
futes ; I tell thee what Haljk f l tel thee alie,lpit in my facejcal 
me Horfe : thou knoweft my old word; herellay,and thus I 
bore my pcint;foure rogues in buccorom let driue at me. 
Pnn. What,foure/rhou faidd but two, cuen now. 

Fat. Foure Hal\ told thee foure. 

Tom. 1, 1; he fud foure. 

Fal. Thefe foure came all a front,& mainely thruft at me$ 

I made no more adoc, but tooke all their feuen points in my 
Target, thus. 

Pnn. Seuen?why there were but foure, euen now, 

Fal. In Buccorom. 

Pom. I, foure, in Buccorumfuites. 

Fal. Seuen,oy thefe Hilrs,or I am a viflaine elfe. 

Pnn. Prethee let him alonc,we ihall haue more anon, 
Falf, Doeft thou hesre vat Hal. 

Prin. I and marke thee too, Jacke, 

Falf* 
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Talf. Do fo,fbr it is worth the Mining to, thcfe nine in B uc . 
.krom,that 1 told thoe of* 

Pm r. So, two more already. 

Paif Their points being broken, l 

Poines. Downc fell h i s I jofe. 

Pal. Began to giue me ground.but I followed me cIofe,cai Ke 
in foot & hand,& with a thought, feuen of the elcuen 1 
‘prtn.Q monftrous'.eleuen bukrommen grown out of two> 
T^But as the diucll wold haue it, three mif-begotte knau es 
in £W4//greeen,came at my backe and let driue at me, lor it 
was fo darke, Hal, that thou couldft not fee thy hand. ° 1 

c Prin. Tbefelyes are like the father that begets the, grofle 
as a moutain,opc palpable. Why thou clay braind guts, thou 
knotty-pated foole,thou horfon obfeene greafte tallowcatcli, i 
Pah Whatiart thou mad? art thou mad? is not the truth the 
truth ? 

Prin. Why how could ft thou know thefe men in KenM I 
greene, when it was fo darke thou couldft not fee thy hand* l 
come tell vs your reafon, W hat faift thou to this l 
Poines. Come your reafon Iacke,your reafon. 

Pal, What,vpon compulfioi.? Zounds, and I were at the 
ftrappado,or al the racks in the w orld, 1 would not tel you on 
eompulfion. Giue you a reafon on compuftion ? if reafons 
were as plenty as blackberries, I would giue no man a reafon 
vpon compuHion,I. 

Prin. lie be no longer guiitieofthis fin This fanguine co- 
ward,this bed-prcifer,chis horfe-back-breaker, this hueehill 
offlefh. 



Pah Zbloud you (landing, you elfskin,you dried neats tong, 
bu!s-pizzell,you ftock-fi fti : O for breath to vtter what is like 
thee?you taylers yard, you (heath, you bow«. afe, you vile flan* 
dingtucke. 

Pm.Wefbreath awhile,and then to it againe,& when thou 
haft tired thy felfein bafecoparifons,hear mefpeak butthusi 
Pop. Marke', lacke. 

Prin. We two, law you foure, fet on foure & bound them,& 
were matters of their welth- marke now how a plaine tale fhal 
put you downe : then - did we t i r o let oa you foure, and with a 

word 
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icnrd outfac'd you from your prize, & haue it, yea, & can Iheiv 
it you herein the houfe •• and W^.youcarmdyour gu.sa- 
way as nimbly, with as quick dexterity, & roared formercy,and 
ftill run and roare,as cuer I heard Bul-calfe. Whata flaueart thou 
to hack thy fword as thou haft done, & then fay it was in fight . 
what tricke l what deuice ? what ftarting hole canft thou now 
find out, to hide thee from this open and apparant fii ame ? 

foin. Come lets hearc Iac\e, what tricke haft thou now i 

palf. By the Lord, I knew yee as well as hee that madeyce* 
Why heare you my maifters, was it formee, tokilltheHcire 
apparant ! fhould I turne vpon the true Prince ? Why, thou 
knoweft I am as valiant as Hercules: but beware inftin<5l,the Li- 
on will not touch the true Prince, inftinft is a great matter. I 
was a Coward on inftind, I fhallthinke the better of my felfe, 
and thee, daring my life; I,for a v aliant Lion, and thou for a tr u e 
Prince; but, by the Lcrd Lads, 1 am glad you hauethe money, 
Hoftellc clap to the doores, watch to night, pray tomorrow; 
Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Hearts of gold, all the titles of good 
fellowfhip come to you. What, Ihall we be merry ? Ihall wee haue 
a Play extempore? 

Prm. Content, and the argument Ihall bee, thy running away. 

Pah A, no more of that Hal, Sc thou loueft me. Enter Hofieffc. 

Hof, O Iefu, my Lord the Prince ! 

Prin, How now my Lady theHoJfefe, what faift thou to me ? 

H<f. Marry, my L. there is a N oble man of the court, at doore 
would fpeake with you ; he fayes he comes from your father. 

Prin , Giue him as much as will make him a Royall man , and 
fend him backe againc to my mother. 

Pal. What manner of man is he i? 

Hof. An old man. 

Pal. What doth graurtic out of his Bed at midnight? Shall I 
giue him his anfwer ? 

Prin. Prethcedoe7<*f%. 

Pal. Fayth,and defend him packing. 

Prin. Now firs : birlady you fought fairc, fo did you Petofo 
did you Bardol; you arc Lyons too, you ran away vpon inftimfl, 
you will not touch the true Prince, no fie. 

'Bar. Faith, 1 ran y\ hen I faw others runne. » 

E ‘Prince . 
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Prince. Faith, tell me now in earned; how c&me Pa/ftaijf ej 

^^^°Why > he backt it with his Dagger, and faid he : would 

f wm,,hr,. tof BtnUmd but hee would make you beleeueit 
fweare puth out or a i ^ y s t0 doe cHc like. 

%Y as dor^m h^l ^ Qur no f es w „h fpeare-graffc, to make 

. „ * J ’ an d then to beliubbcr our garments With It, and 

S SSlSftruenie, Idi^Id.dnouhisk, 

uen veare before, 1 bluihtto heare his tnonftrcus deu.fes. 

i O v illaine, thou ft ok ft a cup ofSackeeightecneyecres 
a po and weft taken with the manner, and euer linccthou haft 
bluflit extempore, thou l.adli fire and (word on thy iidc,andya 
thou ranft away : what inft.nrt hauft thou for ,tj 
Bar My Lot d , doe you lee thefe meteors ? doc you behold 

thefe exhalations? 

Prw.ldoe, 

Bar. Whatthinke you they portend. 

•Britt Hot Liuers, and cold Purees, 
iter. Cheler,my Lord, if rightly taken. 

SnterFafal^e. 

Prm No, if rightly taken, Halter. Here comes leane inhere 
t omes bare-bone. How now my.fweete creature. of Bombaft, 
flow long is’t ago, lacks, fince thou faweft thine owne Knee l 
Pal, Myowneltnee j when I was about thy yeares {Iht) 1 
was not an Eagles talent in the waft : I could haue crept info a- 
ny Aldermasthumbe-ring : a plague offighing and griefe, it 
blowcs a man vp like a. bladder. T ker’s villanous newes abroad, 
here was fir Iohn braby from your Father ; youmuft goetothc 
Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow of the North Percy, 
and he ofWa/es, that gaue Ammon the Baftinado, and made 
Lucifer cuckold , and {wore the Dwell his true liegeman vpon 
the Crofle of a welch hocke ; whata plague call you him / 

Pom, O G/en dower. 

Fa/. Omen, Omen, the fame, and his Sonne in law Mortmer, 
andold Northumberland , and the fprighly Scot of Scottes I)w- 
g/afe^.At ru nn es a hoi fe-b acke v p a hill perpendicular. 

Fnn , Heethat rides at.highfpeed, and with a Piftollkih« a 
Sparrow flying. 
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Fair. You haue hit it. 

Faf B° od matJ " inhim ’ hc wiUn0t 

Why What a raft ill art thou then, to praife him fo for 

‘ U fl“. S ihorft.backe (yeeCuckoc) buton footeheew.il not 
budgeafoote. 

' MS TgLmyei vpo D n fodtaft : well, heeis there too, and one 
UUorda&and a thoufand blew Ca ps more mrcefier is ftoine 
away by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white with tneneweo, 

you may buy Land now as cheape as ft me mg ac ^ * ciuill 
y Trin. Then t’is like, if there come a hot Suniie, and this c 
buffeting hold , wee fhall buy Mayden-heads as they buy H 

1,3 the Made lad, thou faift true, it islike wee fliall haue 
good trading that way. But tdl me Hal, Art not thou horrible a- 
feard > th- u being Heire apparent , could the world Pjckethce 
otic three fuch Enemies againe, as that fiend Demglas: that (pint 
Percy, and that diuell cflendomer ? Art thou not horrible afraide? 

doth not thy blood thrill at jt i . „ 

Pri» . Not aw hit y faith ; Ilackc Lome of thy inttlncr. 

Faif. Well, thou wilt be horrible chiddc to .morrow when 
thou comnieft to thy Father j if thou abelouemee, pradlifean 
anfwere. 

Prince. Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine me vpon 
the particulars of my life. 

FaL Shall i? content : this Chairefbalbe my State,this Dag- 
ger my Scepter, and this Cuthin my Crowne. 

Print T liy Sntc is taken or a ioynd ftoole,thy golden Scep- 
ter f or a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne, for a pit- 
tifull bald Crowne. 

Faif. Well, and the fire cf Grace be not quite out of thee, 
now (halt thoubemoued. Giuemec a cuppeof Sacketomake 
mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought l haue wept? 
Forlmuftfpeake inpaffton, andIwilldoeitii*KirigC/i>w^w 
vainc. 
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Prin. Wcll,hecreismylegge. 

Pal. And heereis myfpeech .-Hand afide Nobihtie# 

Hoi O Iefu, this is excellent (port, yfaith. 

Fal Wecpe not fweet Queene, for trickling teares are vainc, 
Hoi O the father, how he holds his countenance ? 

Fal For Gods fake Lords, conucy my trull f ull Queene : 

For teares do flop the floud-gates ofher eies. 

Ho. O lefu , heedoth it as likeoneot ehele harlotry Players, 

as euer 1 fee* , . . , , . 

Fal. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good tickle braine. 

Harry , I doe not onely maruell where thou fpendclt thy time, 
but alfo how thou artaccompanycd ; For though the Cammo- 
mile, the more it is tioden, the fatter it growes ; yet youth, the 
more it is wafted.the looner it weares : thou art my ionne,I haue 
partly thy mothers word, partly my opinion; but chiefly, avil- 
lanous tricke of thineeye , and afoolilh hanging of thy neather 
lip,that doth warrant me. If then thou be fonneto me,herelieth 
the poynt; why, beingfonne to me, art thou fo pointed at ; fhall 
the blefled fonne of heauen proue a micher,and cate Blackeber- 
ties? aqueftionnottobeaskt. Shall thefonne of England, proue 
athiefe,and take purfes? a queftiontobeaskt. There is a thing, 
Harry-, which thou haft olten heard of, and it is knowne to ma- 
ny in our Land, by thename of Pitch 5 th is Pitch fas ancient wri- 
ters doe rcport)doth defileJfo doth thecompany thoukeepeft; 
For Harry, now I doenotfpeake to thee in drinkc, but in teares, 
not in pleafuie, but in paflion ; not in words onely, but in woes 
alfo : and yet there is a vertuous man, whom 1 haue often noted 
in thy company,but I know not his name# 
p rme. What manner of man.and it like your Maicftie? 

Fal. A goodly portly man yfaith, and a coipulent,of a cheer- 
ful) look, a pleafwg eie,and amoftnoble cariage,and as I think, 
his age fome fifty, orbirlady, inclining tothreelcore, and now 
1 remember me^his name is Falftajfe:\f\h&x man fliould be lewd- 
ly giucn,he deceiues me. For Harry, l fee vertue in his lookes; if 
then the tree may be knowne by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, 
then peremptorily I fpcake it , there is vertue in that Falftalffe, 
him keepe with, the reft banifh % and tell me now, thou naughty 
varietjtsll me, where hall thou been this month? 

P mt. 
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fr 'mce. Doft thou fpeakelike a King ? doe thou ftand for me 



ji f ^ (Jicr 

al ‘r]j e i) ^pofemejifthou doft it halfefo grauely, fo maieftical- 
j both in word and matter, hang me vp by the hecles for a Rab- 



tet-fucker, or a Coulters hare, 

Prince Well, heere I am fet# 

Faif And heere I ftand, iudge my maifters. 

Prirse. Now Harry , whence come you ? 

Falf. My noble Lord, from Eaflcheape. 

Prince. The complaints I heare of thee, are grieuous. 

Falf. Zbloud my Lord, they are falfe : nay, lie tickle yce for a 

* ° prince . Sweareft thou,vngracious boy? henceforth nere look 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace, there is aDi- 
uell haunts thee in the likenefle of a fat old man, a tunne of man 
isthy companion .• why doft thou conuerfc with that trunke of 
humors, that boulting-hutch of beaftlinclle^that Iwolncparccil 
of Dropfies,that hugebombard of Sacke,that ftufftCloke-bag 
of guttes, that rolled Manning tree Oxe with the pudding in 
his belly, that reuerent Vice, that gray Iniquitie, that father Ruf- 
fian,that vanity in yearcs : whereiri is he good,but to tafte Sacke 
and drinkc it? wherein neatc and deanly,buttocaruea Capon 
and eate it l wherein cunning, but in Craft ? wheremcraftie,but 
in Villanie? wherein villanous, but in all things? wherein wor- 
thy, but.in nothing? 

Falf I would your Grace would take mee with you : whom 
meanes your Grace i 

Prince. That villanous abhominrble milleader of youth, Fal° 
fialjfe, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Fal. My Lord, the man I know. P rin. I know thou doft . 

Fal. But to fay, 1 know more harme in him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I know : that he is old ( the more the pit- 
tie)his white haires do witnclfe it : but that he is (fauingyour re* 
uerence) a whoremaftfcr, that I vtterly deny : if Sacke and Sugar 
be a fault , God helpe the wicked : if to be old and merry be a 
fitme, then many an old Hoft that I know, is damn’d : if to bee 
fatte,betobehated , then Pharaohs leanekine arc to beloued# 
No, my good Lord,banilh Peto, banifti Bardol , banifli Points', but 

E j for 
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for facet I ache Falftalffc, kind laeke Falfialffe, true lacke Fa/fi a /<r e 
valiant lacke Falftaiffe, and therefore more valiant, being as | lc J 
is old lackeFalftaiffe, banilhnot hinvthy Hornes 
nifli not him thy Harries company $ baniin plumpe lacke } an ^ 

banilhall theworld. . 

<j>nn. I doe, I will. Enter Bar doll running. 

Bar. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriefe, with a moll mon . 

ftrous Watch is at the dorc* 

Fat. Out you rogue, play outthePlay ; I haue much to fay 
in the behalfcofthatF<*^$*- 



Hof , ; O Iefu, my Lord, my Lord ! 

pdf Heigh, heigh, the diuell rides vpon a- Frddle-fticke, 

what’s the matter? , 

Hof. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the dore , they are 
come to fearch theHoufe, Ihalll let them in 
FalJ. Doft thou heare Hal t neuer call a true p'eece ot Gold a 
Counterfeit, thou art cilentially made,withoutfeemingfo. 
Prince. And thou a naturall Coward, without intlinft. 

Falf. I deny your Maior^ if youwill deny the Sherife, fo, if 
not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart as v\ el as another man) 
a plague on my bringing vp : I hope 1 (hall as foone be ftrangled 

with a Halter as an other. 

Prtnce. Goe hide theebehinde the Arras, the reft walke vpa- 
boue. Now' my Matters, for a true Face and good Coherence. 

• Falf Both which I haue had; but their date is out, and there- 
fore lie hide me. 

Prin. Call in the Sherife. • : 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier . <s::f • 

Prin. Now maifter Sherife, what is your will with me? 

Sher. Fir ft,pardon me,my Lord. A hue and cry hath followed 
certaincmen vntothis houfe. 

Prince. What men? , 

Sher . One of them is well knownc,my gracious Lord, a groiie 

fat man. 

far. As fat as Butter. 

• Prin. T he man, I do allure you is not heere. 

Fori my felfe at this time haue employed him : d 



• 
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And sherife, I will ingage my word to thee, 

That I will by to morrow dinner time, 

S-nd him to anfwere thee or any man, 

Fur any thing he (hall be charg’d withall, 

Andfo let me mtreatcyou leaucthe houle. 

Sher. 1 will my Lord, there are two Gentlemen 
tfaut in this robbery loft 300. markes. 

Prince. It may be fo : if he haue rob’d thefemen, 

He dial be anfwerable .* and fo farewell. 

Sher. Good night, my noble Lord, 
prin. I thinke it is good morrow, is it not / 

Sher. Indeed my Lord, Lthinke it be two a clocke. Sx it. 

Prince* Thisoyly rafcallis knowneas wellas Poules.: go call 

him forth. , , . 

Peto. Falfialffe ? faftafleepe behinde the Arras, andfnortrng 

likeahorfe. 

Prin. Harke how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockety 
Hefeanhetb his pockets , and findethxertawe papers. 

Prince. What haft thou found? \ 

Peto. Nothing but papers, my Lord. , 

Prince. Lets fee what be they : reade them. 

Item a Capon 
Item fawce 

Item, Sacke, two gallons. 

Item Anchouesand Sacke after Supper. 

Item bread. 

O monftrous, but one halfe peniworth of bread to this intole- 
rable deale.of Sacker what there is elfe,kcepeclofe, weelereade 
it at more advantage .-there let him fleep till day; lie to the court 
in the morning. We muft allto the warres,and thy place (halbc 
honourable, lie procure this fat rogue a charge offoote , and I 
know his death will be a match of twelue fcore; the money fhall 
be payed backeagaine with aduantage: bewithmee betimes in 
the morning, and fo good morrow Peto. 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Hotjpur, Worcefier , Lord Mortimer , 
OwenGlendower , 

Mor. Thefepromifes are faire, the parties hire, 

And 
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And our indu&ion full ofprofperous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, and coofin giendower, wil you fit downej 
And v'nclc fTorcefier, a plague vpon it, I haue forgot the Map, 
Glen. No,heere it is; fit coofin Percy, ut good coofin Hotjpur. 11 
for by that name , as often as Lancafier dothfpeake of you , hi, ' 
checke lookes pale, and with a riling f*gh heewilheth youi n 

H i*r And you in Hell, as oft as heeheates Own Glenda 

fpokc of# ... 

Glen. I cannot blame him; at my nattuitie, 

T he front of Heauen was full of firic fhapes, 

Of burning CrelTcts; and atmy birth, * 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak’dlikeaCoward. p r 

Hot* Whyfoit would haue done atthelamefealon, if your 
mothers Cat had but kitned, though your felfe had neuer bcene 

b °G/ C e ' a , 1 fay, the Earth did (hake when I was borne. 

Hot . And I fay, the Earth was not of my minde, 
Ifyoufuppofe,as fearing you,it Ihooke. 

Glen, The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 
Hot. Oh, then the Earth fhooke to fee the Heauens onfire, 
And not in feareofyourNatiuitie: 

Difealed Nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrange eruptions, and the teeming Earth, 

Is with akindeof Collicke pincht audit ext, 

By the imprifoningofvnruly Winde 

vv ithin her wombe* which for inlargement unuing* 

Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and topics downe 
Steeples,and molfe-grownc Towers, At your Birth 
Our Grandam Earth, hauingthis dittemperature, 

In paflion fhooke. 

Glen. Coofin, ofmany men 
I doe not bcare thefe erodings j giue me leaue 
To tellyou once againe, that at my Birth, 

The front of Heauen was full of fierie fhapes. 

The Goats ranne from the Mountames ; and the Heartis 
Were Grange y clamorous to the frighted rierds, 



Henry the Fourth 

Thefefignes haue markt me extraordinary. 

And all the courfes of my life doe fhew, 

I am not in the roll of common men: 

Where is the liuing, dipt in with the Sea, 

That chides the Banks England, Scotland, And. Wales, 

Which cals me pupill,or hath read to me. 

And bring him out that is but Womans fonne. 

Can trace me in the tedious wayes of a^rt, 
e^Tnd hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Hot. I thinke there’s no man fpeaks better Weljh, 

He to dinner. 

Mor. Peace coofen Percy, you will make him mad* 
glen. I can call Spirits from the vafty deepe. 

Hot. Why,focanI,orfocananyman.- 
But will they come, when you do call for them/* 
GYw.WhyJcan teach thee coofen,to command theDiuel. 
Hot. Aad I can teach thee coofen to fharne the Diuell, 

By telling truth. T ell truth, and lliame the I>fuell. 

If thou haue powerto raife him, bring him hither, 
e^rid lie be fwon-ie,I haue power to fliamc him henoe. 

Oh while you line, tell truth,and fharne the Diuell. 

Mor. Conae,comeno more ofthisvnprofitablechat. 
Glen. T hree times hath Henry Butlwgbrooke made head 
e/4gainft my power, thrice from the bankes of Wye* 

And Saiidy bottom’d Seueme haue I fent him 
Booties home, and weather-beaten backe. 

Hot. Home without Boetes,and in foule weather tool 
How fcapes he agues in the diuds name? 

Glen. Come, here is theMap,(hall we diuide outright, 
According to our threefold order tane? 

Mor. The tsirch-deacon hath deuided it 
Into threelimits, very equally : 

England from Trent, and Seueme hitherto. 

By South and Eaft, is to my part affignde, 

AH Weftward Wa/ff beyond the Seuerne fh ore a 
And all the fertile land within that bound 
To Owen Giendower : and dcare coofe, to you 
1 he remnant Northward, lying off from Trent, 

P And 
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ctsfnd our indentures tripartite are drawne 
Which beingfealed interchangeably ? 

bufincs that this night may execute.-; 

T o morrow coofen c Percy you and 1 

^hd my good Lord ot W orcejler will let rorth, 

To meet your father and the Scottifh power. 

As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury. 

My father Glendower is not ready yet, 

Norlhallweneed his helpc thefefoureteene daiesj 
Within that fpacc>you may haue drawne togetner 
Your tenants, friends and neighbouring Gentlemen, 

Glen* A fh orter time fhall fend me to you Lords, 

And in my condudl fhall your Ladies come* 

From whome you now mu ft fteale andtakenoleaue. 

For there will be a world ofwater (hed, 

Vponthe parting of your wiues and you. 

Hot. Me thinks my moity North from B urton heere 
In quantity equals not one ofyours : 

See, how this riuer comes me cranking in, 

An d cuts me from the beft of all my land, 

A huge halfe Moone,a monftrous fcantle out ; 
lie haue the currant in this place damnd vp. 

And here the fmug and filuerTratf Ihallrun, 

In a newchannell, faire and eucnly, 

It fhall not wind with fuch a deepe indent 
To rob meoffo richabottome here. 

Gien. Not-wind? it (hall,it muft,you fee it doth. 

Mor* Yea,butmarkehow he beares his courfe,& tm y 

vp,withlikeaduantage on theotherfide, gelding the oppoied 

pontinent,as much,asonthe other fide it takes from you. 

fVor. Yea, but alittlechargewill trench him here, 

And on this Northfidc,win this cape of land 
And then he runs ftraight and eucn. 

Hot. lie haueitfo,alittlecharge willao it. 

Glen, llencihaueitaltred. 

Hot. Willnotyou? 

Glen. No, nor you (hall not. 

Hot* Who ihallfay mcnay?' 
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Glen, ; Why, that will I. 

Hot, Let me not vnderftand you then, fpcak it in Welfa 
Glen, 1 can fpcake Snglijh Lord, as well as you, 

For 1 was traind vp in the Engltjh Court, 

Where, being but yong,I framed to the Harpe 
Many an Engltfh dittie,loucly well. 

And gaue the tongue a helpefull ornament: 

A vertue that was neuerfeene in you. 

Hot. Marry, and I am glad ofitwith all my heart, 

I had rather be a kitten and cry mew, 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet-mongers: 

I had rather hearea brafen canlhcke turnd. 

Ora dry wheele grate on the axele-tree, 

Andthat wouldfetmy teeth nothing an edge, 

Nothing fo muekas minfing Poetry ; 

T’is like the forc’t gate of a fhuffling nag. 

Glen. Comeyou (hall haue 7V<?»:turnd. 

Hot. 1 doe not care, lie giue thrice fo much land 
T o any well deferuing friend : 

But in the way ofbargaine, markeyeme: 
lie cauill on the ninth part of ahaire. 

Are the indentures drawne? ihall we begone? 

Glen, The Moone (hines faire,you may away by night: 
lie haft the writer, and withall, 

Breake with your wiues, ofy our departure hence, 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad. 

So much (he doteth on her Mortimer , Exit, 

Mor. Fie, cofen Percy, how you erode my father. 

Hot. I cannot chufe,fometimeheangers me 
With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Ofthe dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies: 

And, ofa dragon and a finledefilh, 

A clip-wingd Griffin,and a moulten Raucn , 

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 

An d fuch a deale of Skimble skamble ftuffc. 

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what. 

He held me laft night,at leaft,nine houres. 

In reckoning vp the feuerall diuels names. 
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That were his Lackies : I cried hum, and well, go to, 

But markthim notaword;0,heisastedious 
Asa tyred Horfe,arayling Wife, 
WorfethenafmokieHoufe. I had rather liue 
With Cheefe and Garltke in a Windmill farre. 

Then feed on cates,and haue him calke to me, 

In any Summer-houfe in Chriltendome. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman a 
Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrange concealements, valiant as a Lion, 
Andwondrousaffable,andas bountiful!' 

As Mines of India: (hall I tell you, Coofen, 

He holds your temper in a high refped:, 

And curbs himfelfe,euen of his naturall fcope. 

When you come crofle his humor, faith hedoes 
I warrant you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done, 

Without the tall ofdanger and reproofe: 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 

-^nd finceyour comming hithcr,haue done enough 
T o put him quite befides his patience: 

You mud needs learne,Lord, to amend this fault. 
Though fometimes it fliew greatnefic, courage, blood. 
And tnats the deareft grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefentharilmge, 

Defeft ofmanners,want of gouernement, 

Pride, hautineiTe,opinion, and difdaine; 

Theleaft of which haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearts, and leaues behind a ftaine 
Vpon thebeautieofall parts befides-. 

Beguiling them ofcommendation. 

Hot. Well, I am ichoold, Good-manners beyour/pced, 
Hcere come our wiues,and let vs take our leaues. 

Enter giendower, with the Ladies. 

(Mor. This is the ‘ ” " ‘ ' * 

My Wife canfpeakc 
fycn. MyDaught 



deadly ipight that angers me, 
no Englifh , I no Weljh. 
er w«epes,iheele not part with you 
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Shede be a fouldier too, fhecle to the warres. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that (he, and my Aunt Percy, 
Shall follow in yourconduft fpeedily. 

Glendomr Jpealys to her in vteljh, and (he anftreres 

him in the fame. 

glen. She is defperat heere, 

Apeeuifli felfe-wil’d harlotry, one thatnoperfwafion can doe 
good vpon. 

The Lady (peakes in Weljh. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy lookes,that pretty welfh, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefefwelling heauens, 

I am too perfed in,and but for fhame 
Infuch a-pailey ihould I anfwerethce. 

The Lady againe in Weljh. 

(Mor. I vnderftand thy kitTes,and thou mine. 

And thatsa feeling deputation : 

But I will neuer be a truant loue, 

TillI haue learn’d thy language, for thy tongue 

Makes Weljh as fweets as ditties highly pend, - 

Sung by a faire Quecne in a Summers bowre. 

With rauiihing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay,ifthoumelt,thenwillfiierunnemad» 

The Lady fpeakes againe in Weljh. 

Mor. 0,1 am ingnorance it felfe in this. 

Glen. She bids you on the wanton rufheslayyou downe. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And fhe will fing the fong that pisafeth you, 

And on your eyelids crowne the God ofilcepe. 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauinetle, 

Makingfuch difference betwixt wake and fleepc, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heauenlyharueft teeme 
Begins his golden progrelfe in the Eaft. 

Mor. With all my heart lie fit and heare her fing. 

By that time will our bookel thinke be drawee. 

G/r». Do fo,and thofe Mufitions that fhall play to you, 
Hang in the ayre a thoufand Leagues from thence. 

And ftraight they fhall be hcre,fitand attent. 

F 3 Hot. 
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Hot, Come Kate, thou art per fed: in lying d«wne, 

Come, quicke,quicke, that I may lay my head in thy lap, 

La. Go,yegiddygoofe. 

The CWuficke play es. 

Hot . Now I perceiue the diuell vndcrftands Welfh, 

And t’is no maruell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good mufition. 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but muficall. 

For you are altogether gouerned by humors: 
lie ftill ye thiefe,and heare the Lady ftngin fVelJh. 

Hot. 1 had rather heare Lady, my breech howle in Jrifi, 

La. Would’ ft haue thy head broken? 

Hot, No. * 

La, Then be ftill. 

Hot . Neither, t’is a womans fault. 

La. Now God helpe thee. 

Hot, T o the Wefb Ladies bed. 

La. What s that? 

Hot. Peace, ilie fings, 

Heere the Lady fings a reelfb fong. 

Hot, Come, He haue your long too. 

La, Not mine in goodfooth. 

Hot , Not yours in good footh’Hart you fweare like acorn* 
fitmakers wife,not you in goodfooth, & as true as Jliue,and 
as God (ball mend me, and as fure as day; 
a^fndgiueft fuch farcenetfurety forthyothes. 

As if thou neuer walkft further then Finsbury : 

Sweare me Kate, like a Ladie as thou art, 

A good mouth filling oath,and leaue infooth. 

And fuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread. 

To veluet gards,and Sunday-Cittizens. 

Come, fang. 

La. Iwillnotfing. 

Hot, T is the next way to turne tayler,or be red>breft teacher 
and the indentures bedrawne,jle away within thefe a.hours, 
and fo come in when ye will Exit. 

Glen. Come,come,Lord CWertimerjyou are flow, 

As Hot Lord Percy i$ on Arc to goc, 





Exeunt. 
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By this our Booke is drawne,weele but feale, 

Jnd then to horfe immediately.) 
frtor. With all my heart, 

Enter the King,V rinse of Wales , and other. 

King. Lords,giue vs leaue,the Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muft haue fome priuate conference, but beneere at hand. 
For we (hall prefently haue needofyou. Exeunt Lords 

I know not whether God will haue it fo. 

For fome difpleafingferu'ice I haue done. 

That in his fecret doome, out of my blood, 

-Hec’le breed reuengement and a fcourgefor mes 
But thou doft in the paffages of life, 

Make me beleeue.that thou art onely market 
’ For the hot vengeance, and the rod of Hcauen 
Topunifti my miftreadings, Tell meelfe 
Coyld fuch inordinate and low defircs. 

Such poore,fuch bare,fuch lewd,fuch meane attempts 
1 Such barren pleafures,rudefocietie. 

As thou art matcht withall,and grafted to,. 

Accompany the greatnes of thy blood, 

^ndholdtheirleuell with thy Princely heart? * 

Pm. SopieafcyourMaieftie,I would 1 could 
Quit all offences with as cleare excufe. 

As well as I am doubtleffe I can purge 
My felfe of many I am charg’d withalk 
Y et fuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproofe of many tales deuifde, 

Which oft the earc of greatnes needs muft heare 
By fmilingPick-thankes,and bafe newes-mongers, 

I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred,and irregular. 

Find pardon o-n my true fubmiflion. . 

King, God pardon thee, yet let me wonder Hnrry 9 . 

At thy affeft ions,which doe hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thyanceftors; 

Thy place in Counfell thou haft rudely loft. 

Which by thy yonger Brother is fuppbdej 
And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
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Of ail the Court and Princes of my bloud, 

The hope and expedition of thy time, 

Is ruin’d, and the foule of euery man 
Prophetically do fore-thmke thy fall: 

Hau 1 fo lauiih of my prefence beene. 

So common hackneid in the eies ofmen. 

So ftaie anu cheap to vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpe me to the Crownc 
Had ft ill kept loyall to polfelfion. 

And left me in reputeles banifhmcnt. 

A fellow of no marke nor likelihood. 

By being fcldomefeene,l could not ftir 
But like a Comet i was wondred at. 

That men would tell their Children, This is he : 
Others would fay ,where,which is 'BuUittgbroikg : 
And then 1 ftole all curtefie from heauen, 

And dreft my felfe in fuch humilitic. 

That I did pluckc allegiance from mens hartsi 
Loud flioutes and falutations from their mouthes 
Euen in the prefence ofthe crowned King. 

Thus I did keepe my perfori frelh and new. 

My prefence like a robe pontifical^ 
Ne’rcfeene,but wondred at, and fo my (late 
Seldome,but fumptuous, fhewed like a feaft 
And wan by rarenes fuch folemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled yp and downe. 
With fhallow iefters,and ralh bauin wits, 

Soone kindled, and foone burnt, carded his ftate, 
Mingled his royalty with Carping fooles} 

Had his great name prophaned with their fcornes, 
And gauehis countenance againft his name. 

To laugh at gybingBoycs.and ftand the pufh 
Ofeuery bcardles vainecomparatiue 
Grew a companionto the common ftreets, 
Enforc’t himfelfe to popularity, 

That being daily fwallowed by mens eyes, 

They furfetted with hony, and began to loath 
Thctaft offwetncs,whereofalittle, 
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More then a little, is by much too much* 

So when he had occafion to be feene. 

He was, but as the Cuckow is in Iune, 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch eyes 
As ficke and blunted withcommuflity, 

Afford no extraordinariegaze* 

"Such as is bent on fun-like Maiefty, 

When it fhines fcldomein admiring eyes. 

But rather drowzd,and hung their eye-lids doWne 
Slept in his face, and rendred fuch afpedt 
As cloudy men vfe to doe to their aduerlaries. 
Being with his prefence, glutted, gorgde,and full. 
And in that very line, Harry ftandeft thou. 

For, thou haftloft thy Princely priuiledge, 
with vile participation, Not an eye 
But is aweary of thy common fight, 

Saue mine, which hath defired to feethee more, 
W hich now doth that I would not haue it done. 
Make blind it felfe with foolifh tendernede* 

Tritt. I fhall hereafter, ray thrice gracious Lor 4 
Be more my felfe. King* For all the world 
As thou art to this howre, was Richard then. 

When I from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgb, 

And cuen as I was then, is Percy now: 

Now by my feepter and my foule to boote. 

He hath more worthy intereft to the ftate, 

Th,en thou, the fhadow offucceftion, 

For of no right nor colour like to right* 

He doth fill fieldes with Hames in the Realme, 
Turns head againft the Lyons armed Iawes, 

And being no more indebt to y cares, then thou 
Leadft ancient Lords, and reoerent Bilhops on. 

To bloody battels, and to brufing armes, 

What neuer dying honor hath' he got, 

Againft renowued ‘Dowglas? whofc high deed es, 
Whofe hot incurfions and great name in Armc*, 
Holds from all Souldiers chiefc maiority , 

And military title capitall* / 
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Through all the kingdomes thatacknowledge Chriil, 
Thrice hath the Hotfpur Mars in Iwathing clothes, 
This infant warriour, in his cuterprifes, 

Dilcomfited great Dcwglas } t&ne him once. 

Enlarged him,and made ^friend of him. 

To fill the mouth ofdeepe defiance vp. 

And (hake the peace and lafety ©four throne* 

And whatfay you to this 1 ‘Percy . Northumberland, 

The Archbifbops Grace of Yorke, Dowglasy Mortimer^ 
Capitulate againft vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore do I tell thefe newes to thee i 
Why, Harry do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my neer ft and deereft enemy ? 

That thou art like enough through valfall feare, 

Bafe inclination, and the ftart of fpleene. 

To fight againft mevnder Penyespzy, 

To dog his heeles, and curtfie at his f fownes, 

To fhevv how much thou art degenerate* 

Trm. Doe not thinke fo, you lhall not finde it fo, . 
And God forgiue them, that fo much haue fvvayde*- 
Your Maicfties good thoughts away from me c : 

3 will redecme all this on Perfjeshc ad ; 

And in t he doling of feme glorious day 
Be bould to tell you that I am your Tonne, 

When 1 will wearea garment all of bloud, 

And fiaine my fauours in a bloudy maske, 

Which wafli t away, lliall Icoure my fhame with it. 

And that lhall be the day, when ere it lights 
That thisfame child ofhonour and renowne. 

This gallant Hotjpur, this alhprayfed knight. 

And your vnthought of Afarrychance to meet, 

Bor euery honor fittingon his helme. 

Would they were multitudes, and one my head , 

My fhame redoubled* For-thc time will come 
Thar I lhall make thisNortherne youth exchange 
Hisg orious deedes for my indignities, 

Percy is but my Fador, good my Lord 
To cngrollc my , glorious deeds on my behalfc, 
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And I will call him to fo find account. 

That he lhall render euery glory vp, 

Yea, euenthe flighteft worlhip of his timej 
Or I will teare the reckoning from his heart. 

This in the name of God I promife here. 

The which if he bepleafd I lhall performs 
I do befeech your Maieftie may falue, 

The long growne woundes of my intemperance s 
If not, the end of life cancels all bands. 

And I will die an hundred thoufands deaths, 

Ere breake the fmallcfi parcell of this vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this. 

Thou lhalt haue charge, and foueraine truft herein. 

How now good Blunt / thy lookes are full of fpecd. 

Enter Blunt « 

Blunt. So hath thebuifines that I come toipcakeof. 

Lord (JWertmer of Scotland hath lent ward, 

That Dowglat and the Englijh rebels met. 

The eleuenth of this moneth,at Shrewsbury: 

A mighty and a fearefull head they are, 

(If promifes be kept on euery hand) 

As euer offered fouleplay in a Hate. 

King. The Earle of Wefimerlandltt fourth to day. 

With him my foone Lord lohn of Lane after. 

For this aduertifement is fiue dayes old. 

On wednefdaynexj Harry thou lhaltfet forward : 

On T hurfday, we our felues will march. Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorlh, and Harry you lhall march 
Throug Giocefter-Jbire , by which account 
Our buifines valued fome twclue dayes hence 
Our generali forces at Bndgenorth lhall meete* 

Our hands are fuilofbuifines, lets away, 

Aduantagc feedes him fat, while men delay. 

Enter Falttafjfe and BardoH » 

Fal. BardoH, am I not fallen away vilely fince this laft aftion i 
duel not bate? doe I not dwindle? why my skin hangs about 
me like an old Laciesloofe gowne- I am withered like an olde 
apple lohn. Well, lie repent.arj chat fodainely, while I am m 

G 1 fome 



fbmelikingjllhallbeoutofheart fhortly,& then I fhallhaue no 
ftrength to repent. And I hauenot forgotten what the infideof 
a Church is made of, I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfe, the 
infideof a Church. Company, v illanous company hath becne. 
thelpoyleofme. 

Bar. Sir. Joh», you arc fo fretfull,you cannot liuelong. 

JFal. Why there is it; come, fing me a bawdy Song, make me 
merry; I was as vertuoully giuen, as a Gentleman need to bee, 
vertuous enough, fwore little*, dic’d not abouefeauen times a. 
weeke, went to Bawdy houfe not about once in a quarter of an 
howre , paide money that I borrowed there or fourc timesjliued 
well, and in good coropatfe ; and now I hue out of all order, out 
ogcompaire,. 

Bar. Why, you are fo fatte, Sirlohn, that you muft needes be 
out of all compalTe: out of all reafonable compaife, Sirlohn . 

Fal. Doc thou amend thy face,& He amend my life ; thou arc 
our Admirall,thou beareft the Lanterne in the Poope, but t’isin . 
theNofeofthee,thouarttheKingoftheburninglampe, 

Bar. Why Sirlohn , my face does you no harme. 

Fa/. No, lie be fworne, 1 make as good vfe of it, as many a 
man deth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori* Ineuerfeethy 
face but I think e vpon hellfire, and Bines thatliued inPurple; 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning. Iftheuwertany 
way giue to venue, I would fweare by thy face •• my oath fhould 
be,By this fire>that'sGods Angel: Butthou art altogether giueoucr; 
and wert indeede, but for thclight in thy face, the Sunne ofvt- 
ter darkenefte. VVhentbourunftvp Gads-hi/l in the night, to 
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinke that thou hadft been an /jpw 
fsunust or a bal of wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. 0 thou 
artaperpetuallTryumph,andeucrlafting Bone-fire-light, thou 
haft fauedmeathoufand Markesin Linkes and Torches, \valk« 
ingwith thee in the night betwixt Tauerne&Tauerne.-Butthe 
Sackethat thou haft drunke me,would haue bought me Lights 
as good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue main- 
tained that Salamander of yours,with fire, any time this two and 
thirtieyeares ; God reward me for it. 

Bar ♦ Zloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fal. Godamercy,fofticuldX before to be heart- burnd. 

How 
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How now, dame Tartlet the Hen, haue you enquired 
yet who pickt my Pocket ? Enter hojt. 

.jjofi. Why Sir Iohn, what do you thinke, Sir lohnldo you think 
1 keepetheeues in my houfe, I haue fearcht, I haue enquired, fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruantbyferuant ? 
the tight of a haire was neuer loft in my houfe before. 

Fal, Ye lie Hottelfe, Bardol was fhau’d, and loft many a haire % 
and lie be fworne my Pocket was pickt: goe to, you are a wo- 

man, goe* 

FloJ. Who 1? I defie thee ; Gods light , I was neuer cald fo in 
mine owne houfe before, 

Fal. Goc to, 1 know you well enough. 

Hof. No, Sir John, you doe not know me, Sir Iohn- 3 1 know you 
Sirlohn , you owe me money Sirlohn, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it ; I bought you a dozen of Shirtes to your 
backe. 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues, they haue made Boulters of them. 

H*/Now as I am a true woman, Holland of viij.s.anell: you 
owemoney heere befides, Sir Iohn , for your diet, and by drink- 
ings, andmony lent you, xxiiij. pound. 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hof. He? alas he is poorc,hc hath nothing. 

Fal, How $ poore ? looke vpon his face : What call you rich ? - 
let them coine his Nofc, let them coine his cheekes, Ilenotpay 
adenyer:what,willyoumakeayounkerofme? fhalllnottake 
mine eafe in mine Inne, but i fhall haue my pocket pickt ? I haue . 
loft afeale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fortie marke. 

Hof. O Iefu, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal. How? the Prince is a lacke, a faeak-cup ; Zbloud andfece 
were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, ifhe would fay fo* 

Enter the Prince marching, and Fal ftalffe meets him 
Playing on hisTrnnehion like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in that,dooreyfaith, 

Muft we all march ? 

Bar, Yea, two and two ; Newgate fafhicn. . 

Hof. My Lord, I pray you hearc me. 

G. 3 Prim 
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Prin. What faift thou, Mifiris quickly ? how dew thy husband? 
I louc him well, he is an honed man. 

Hofi , Good my Lord heare me. 

JW.Pretheelct her alone and lift to me, 

Prin, What faift thou lacks i 

Pal, The other night I fell a fleepe here behind, the Arras, & 
had my pocket pickt, this houfe is turnde bawdy-houfc , they 
pickepockers. 

‘Prin. what didft thou loofe,/<*<% i 

Falf, Wilt thou beleeue me, Hal? three or foure bonds of for. 
tv pounds a peece, and afealeRingofmy grandfathers. 

Prin, A trifle, fome eight penny matter. 

Hofi ♦ So I told him my Lord, andlfaid, I heard your Grace 
fayfo: and my Lord he fpcakesmoft vilely of you, likcafoule 

mouth'd man, as he is, and Laid, he would cudgellyou* 

Prin, What he did not ! 

Hofi « Ther’s neither faith, truth, norwomanhood in meelfe, 

Pal. There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune ; nor no 
more truth in thee, then in a drawneFox: and for Womanhood, 
Mayd-marian may be theDeputies wife of the ward to thee.Goe 
you thing, goe. 

Hofi ♦ Say, what thing, what thing? 

JW.VVhatthing$ why, athingtothankeGodon. 

Hofi. I am no thing to thanke God on, 1 would thou Ihouldft 
know it? Iam an honeft mans wife, and fetting thy Knight-heod 
afide, thou art a knaue to call me fo. 

Pal. Setting thy Woman-hood afide, thou art a beaft, tofay 
ctherwife. 

Hofi. Say, what beaft, thou knaue thou ? 

Pal. What beaft ? why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter, Sir John ? why an Otter ? 

Pal, Why ? fliee's neither filh nor flefh $ aman knowes not 
where tohaue her. 

Hofi. Thou art an vniuft man in faying fo ; thou, or any man 
knowes where to hauc me, thou knaue tbhu. 

Prin . Thou fay ft true Hofielfe, and hee (launders thee moft 
grofely. 

Hofi ♦ So hec doth you, my Lord, and faid'this other day, 

You 
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You ought him a thoufand pound, 

prin, Sarra, doel oweyou a thoufand pound ? 

pal, A thoufand poud Hal ? a Million : thy loue is worth a 
Million ; thou oweft me thy loue. 

Hofi. Nay, my Lord, hee called you lacks, and faid hee would 
cudggell you. 

Pal. Did I, Bardoll? 

Bar. Indeed, Sir John, you laid Co. 

Pal, Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 

Prin.lCay tis Copper : darftthou be as good as thy word now/ 

Pal. Why Hal l thou knowft, as thou art but a man, I dare, 
but as thou art Trtnce, I feare thee, as I fe are the roaring of the 
Lyons whelpe. 

Prin . And why not as the Lyon ? 

Pal The King himfelfc, istebefcaredasthcLyon; doeft 
thou thinkc He feare thee,as I feare thy Father ? nay, and I doe, I 
pray God my Girdle breake, 

Prin.Q , ifitihould, how would thy guts fall about thy knees i 
But farra, there’s no roome for Faith,T ruth, nor Honefty,in this 
bofome of thine ; it is all fildevpwith Guttes, andMidriffe: 
Charge an honeft woman w ith picking thy pocket ? Why thou 
horefon impudent imboft rafcalj, if there were any thing in thy 
pocket, but tauernc reckonings, ruemorandotns of Bawdy hou- 
les, and one poore peniworth of Sugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded .• if thy pocket were inricht with any other iniuries 
butthefc, Iamavillaine; and yet you will ftand to it, youwill 
not pocket vp wrong: art thou not aihamed? 

Pal. Doeft thou heare Hal? thou knoweft in the ftate ofinno- 
cencie, Adam fell .• & what fliould poore lacks Palfialffe do in the 
daies of villany ? thou feeft,! haue moreflefli then another man, 
& therefore more frailty you confelfe then you pickt my pocket, 

Brin. It appeares fo by the ftory. 

Pal. Hofiejfe, I forgiue thee : goe make ready breakfaft , loue 
thy Husband, looketotfiy Seruants,chcriflithy Gheftes, thou 
ill alt find me tradlable to any honeft rcafon : thou fee ft 1 am 
pacified ft ill ; nay, I prethee be gone. Sxit Hofiejfe. 

Now Hal, to thenewes at Court for the robbery, Udl how is 
that anfwcred ? 

Prin, 
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Trin. O my fweet bcefe,I mult ftillbe good Angdl to thee, the 
rnony is paid backe againe. ... 

Fal. O, I doe not like that paying backe, tis a double labour. 

prin. I am good friends with my father, and may do any thing, 

Fal. Rob methe Exchequer thefirft thing thou doetf»and 
k.with vnvvafht hands too. 

'Far. Do my Lord. 

Prin. 1 haae Procured thee lack a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it hadbeene of horfe. Where (hall I findonethat 
can fteale well ? O for afinctheefeof theageofxxii.or there a- 
bout: lam hainoufly vnprouided. Well, God bee thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but the vertuous, I laud them, 1 
prayfe them. Prince. Bar toll. Bar. My Lord. 

Prm. Goe bearethis letter to Lord of Lanca fiery 

To my brother John : this to ray Lord of Wefimerlarids* 

Go, Peto, to horfe for thou and I 
Haue thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time: 

Iacke meete me to morrow in the T emplehall. 

At two a clocke in the afternoone. 

There lhalt thou know thy charge, and their recciu* 

Mony and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning .Percy Hands on high. 

And either they or we mull lower lie. 

Fal. Rare words! braue world, Hofei, tpy breakefaft comt. 
Oh, I could wifh this Tauerne were my drum, Exmt, 

Enter Hotfpttr , tVorcefler and Dwglai. 

Hot . Well faid, my noble Scot , if fpeakmg truth 
In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution (houi&thcDoyvgla* haue, 

As not a Souldier of thisfeafons itampe. 

Should go fo generallturrantthroughtheworld? 

By God I cannot, flatter, I defie 
The tongues of Toothers, but a brauer place 
In my hearts loue hath no man then your felfe* 

Nay taske me to my word ,approue me Lord. 

Dove, Thou art the king of honour. 

No man fo potent .breathes vpon the ground, 

But I will beard him. Enter one with letters. 

--- 
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Hot ♦ Do fo, and t’is well: what letters haue you thefe, I can 
but thanke you. 

Mejf. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not himfelfe ? 

Mejf. He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuous iicke. 

Hot. Zounds, how haz he the leifure to be fickc 
Infuch aiuftlingtime. ? wholeades his power 2 
Vnder whofe gouernement come they along / 

Mejf. His letters beares his mind, not I his mind. 

Wor. I prethee tell me, doth he keepe his bed ? 

Mejf. He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere 1 fet fqrth, 

And at the time of my departure thence. 

He was much feard by his Phifition. 

tv or. I would the ftate of time had firfl: bin whole. 

Ere he byficknelTe had bin vifitcd : 

His health was neuer better worth then now. 

Hot. Sicke now, droope now, this fickncfle doth infed 
Thevery life-bloud ofourenterprife, 

T’is catching hither, euen to our campe : 

He writes me herc,that inward ficknetfe. 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be drawne, nor did he thinke it mcctc. 

To lay fo dangerous and dcare a truft 
On any foule reraou d, but on his owne, 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifement, 

That with our fmall coniundion, we fliould on. 

To fee how fortune is difp&s’d tb vs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quaiUngnow, 

Becaufe the King is certamely pofleft 
Ofallour purpofes j what fay you to it ? 
tv or. Your lathers lickncffe is a maime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous gafli, a very limme lopt off, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prcfcntwanc 
Seemes more then we fball fi nd it. Were it good. 

To f et the exad wealth of all our ftates, ' 

All at one call ? to fetfo rich a maine, 

On thenicehazzardofone doubtfullhoure, 
t were not good, for therein fliould we read 
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The '.ref* bottome and the foule of Hope, 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound. 

Of all our Fortunes. 

Dowa, Fayth,and fo we ftiould, 

VVhere now remaincs afvveetereuerhon . ^ 

We may boldly fpend vpon the hope of what t is to come in, 
A comfort of rstircment lines in this. 

Hot. A randeuous, a home to fly vnto. 

If that the Diuell and Mifchance looke big 

Vpon the maydenhead of our affaires. 

jVer, But yet J would your Father had been hecre .* 

The qualitie and heire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will bethought 
By fome, that know not why he is away. 

That wifedome, loyalty, and meere diflike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 

And thinke, how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide offearefullfaftion. 

And breed a kind of queftion in our caufe; 

For, well you know, we of the offringfide, 

Muft keepc aloofe from ftrift arbiterment, • 

And ftopall fight-hole* , eueryloope, from whence 
The ey cofreafon may prie-iri vpon vs : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtaine, 

' That fliewes the ignorant, a kind offeare 
Before notdream* of. 

Hot, You ftraine too farre. 

I rather of his abfence make this vfe, 

It lends a luftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your greate enterprizc. 

Then if the Earle were heere : for men muft thinke. 

If wc without his hclpe, can make a head* 

To puffi againftthe Kingdome, with his helpc. 

We fliall, or turne it topfie turuy downe : 

Yet all goes well, yet all our ioynts are whole. 

Dowg.As heart can thinke, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland-, as this deame of feare. 

Enter Sir Ric,h* Vernon, 
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Hot. My coofen Vernon, welcome by my foule« 

Ver, Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord. 

The Earle of Weftmerland, fcauen thoufand ftrong? 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince lohn. 

Hot. No harme, what more ? 

Ver. And further, I haue learnd, 

The K ing bimfelfein perfon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpcedily. 

With ftrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He fliall be welcome too 5 VVhere is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed madcap, Prince of VP ales. 

And his Cumrades, that daft the world afidc. 

And bid it parte? 

Ver, All furniflit t allin Armes? 

All plumpe like Eltriges, that with the windc 
Bay ted like Eagles, hauing lately bath’d, 

Glittring in golden Coates like Images, 

As full offpirit as the moncth of May, 

And gorgious as the Sunneat Midfomer j 
Wanton as youchfull Goates,wild as youngBuls • 

I faw young Harry with hisBcuer on. 

His Cullies on his thighes, gallantly armde, 

1 Rife from the ground like feathered LMercftry, 

And vaulted with fuch eafe into his feate, 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turn and winde a fier yPegafus, 

And witch the world with noble Horfe-manfhip. 

Hot , No more, no more, worfe then the Sunne in March, 
This prayfe doth nourifli Agues ; let them come, 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fi re-ey de mayde of fmokie warre. 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them; 
ThemayledA^wfliallon hisAlrar fit ", - 

Vp to the eares in bloud. I am on fire 
To heare this rich repizall is fo nigh.* 

And yet not ours. Come, let me take mv Horfc, 

Who is to bear; melike athunder-boult, 

Againft the bofome ©f the Prince of Wales, 

H i 
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Hurry tc Harry , dia l not Horfc to Horfe , 

Meete,and ne re part, til one drop downc a coarfe i 
Oh, that Ghndower were come, i 

Ver. Ihereis more newes, 

I learned in Worcefter, as I rode along. 

He cannot draw his power this fourteene dayes, 

Dawg, T hats the word ty.dings, that I heareofyet. 

Wor. I by my fay th that beares a holly found . 

Hot . What may the Kings whole oattcll reach vnto/ 

Ver. Tothirtiethoufand. , • _ . 

Hot. Fortic lec it be. 

My Father and Glendowr being both away. 

The powers ofvs, may ferue fo great a day. 

Come, let vs take a Mufter fpeedily, 

Dooraes day is neere, die all, die merrily . 

. DawfT alke not of dying, I am out of fearc ' 

Of death or deaths hand, for this one haife yearc. Exeunt, 
Enter Falftalffe and Bardol, 

Fal. Bardol, getthcebefore to Couentry , fill mee a bottle of 
Sacke, oar Souldiers (hall march through ; Wede to Sutton-coy. 
UUt o night* 

"Bar. Will you giue me money Captaine ? 

FalJ. Lay out, lay out, 

!?<»'. This bottle makes an Angell 
- Falf, And it doe take it for thy labour, and if it make twentie, 
take them all, I’le anlwerc thc coynagc j bid my Lieutenant Pen 
meet meat Townes end. 

Bar. 1 will Captaine : farewell. Exit. 

Fal], If I be afhamed of my Souldiers, I am a fowft Gurnet ; 1 
hauc mifufed the Kings preifedamnably ,1 haue got in exchange 
of 150. Souldiers, $00, and odde pounds. Ipretfemcnorebut 1 
good Hou (holders, Yeomens fonnes, inquire me out contracted 
Batchelers, fuch as had ben askt twice on the Banes;fuch a com* 
moditie of warme flaues, as had as leiue hearetheDiudlasa 
Drumme , fuch as feare the report of a Caliuer ,. woife then a 
ftrook-foole, or a hurt Wild duckc I prcfl me none but fuch 
Tofts and butter,with hearts in their bellies no bigger then Pins 
Leads, and they haue bought out their feruiccs : and now , my 
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whole charge confiftes of Ancients, Corporals, Lieutenant, 
Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as ragged as Lazarus in the 
painted Cloath where the Gluttons Dogs licked his Sores : and 
fuch as iudeed were ncuer Souidiers, but difearded vmuft Ser- 
uingmen,yonger Sonnes to yonger Brothers, reuoltedTapfters 
and & Oftlers trade-falne, the Cankers of a caltne world, and long 
peace, times more di (honourable ragged, then an old fac’d An- 
cient : and fuch haue 1 to fill vp the roomes of them as haue 
bought outtheirferuices, that you would thinke, that! had a 
hundred and fiftie tottered Prodigals, lately come from Swine- 
keeping, from eating draffe and huskes. A mad fellow met mee 
on the way, and tould mee I had vnloaded all the gibbetts , and 
preft the dead bodies. No eye hathfeene fuch Skar-crowes. 
lie not march through Coventry with them, that’s flat: nay, and 
the villaines march wide betwtene the legs, as if they had Gyues 
on, for indeed, I had the moft of them out of Pri/on 5 there’s not 
aShirt and a haife in all my company, and the haife fhirt istwoo 
Napkins tackttogcather, and throwne ouer thq)houlderslikea 
Hcaralds coate without fleeues ; and the Shirt to fay the truth, 
ftolne from mine Hoft of S. nsFlbones, or the red-nofc Inkeeper 
of Damtry : but that’s all one, they’lefinde Lmnen enough on c- 
ucry Hedge. 

Enter the Prince, and the Lord of tVeftmerland . 

Prin. How now blownelacke? how now Quilt/ 

Fal. What H*l ? How now madd wag, what a aiucll doft thou 
in ff'arwick^Jhirei My good L« of tVeflmerland, 1 cry you mercy, I 
thought your honour had already bin at Shrewsbury. 

tv eft. Fayth, Sir John t’is more then time, that I were there, 
and you too; bur my powers are there already : the King I can 
tellyouylookesforvsall ; jvemuft away all night. 

Fal. Tut, neuer feare tell me, I am as v igilant as a Cat, to fteale 
Creame. 

Prin. I thinke to fteaie Creame indeed, for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter : but tell me, laeke, whofe fellowes are 
thefe that come after? 

Fal. Mine Hal, mine. 

Prin. I did neuer fee fuch pittifuil rafcals. s, 

Fal. T ut, tut, good enough to toife, food for powder, foods 

H 3 ' for 
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for powder, theyle fill a pit *is well as better . tufh mail , mor tail 
men,morta!lmcn. 

Wefi. I, but, Sirlohf >, mee-thinkes they are exceeding poorc 

and bare, too beggarly* . 

fW. Faith, for their pouerty, I know not where they had that, 
And for their bareness I am fure they ncuer learnt that of me, 
prm.Ho ile bcfworne,vnlelTc you call three fingers ontheribs 
bare : but firra, nuke haft, Percy is already in the field. Exit, 

Fa/. WhatistheKing incamp’d? 

Weft. He is Sir John, 1 feare we (hall ttay too long. 

Fal. Well, to the latter end ofa Fray, and the beginning of a 
Fcaft, fits a dull fighrer, and a keene gueft. Exmt 

Snter Hotjpur , Woreefier , DowgldS, And V triton. 

Hot. Weelc fight with him to night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Dm, You giue him then aduantage. 

For, Not a whit* 

Hot, Why fay you fo? lookeshcnotforfupply? 

Ver. So doe wee. 

Hot. His is certaine, ours is dubtfull. 

Wor. Good coofen be aduifde, ftir not to night. 
per. Do not, my Lord. 

Dow. Y ou doe not counfeil well : i 

Then fpcake it out of feare, and cold heart. * 

Ver. Do not (launder, Dowglas , by my life. 

And I dare w ell maintaine it with my life 3 
Ifwellrefpedlcd honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfeil with weake feare, 

As you my Lord, or any Scot that this day Hues : 

Let ft befeencto morrow in the battell, which ofvs feare $* 
Dow, Yea, orto night. Ver. Content* 

Hot. To night fay I. 

Fff. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much being men offuch great leading as you are? 

That you forefee not what impedi ments 

Dragbacke our expedition : certaineHorfe 

Of my coofen Vernons arc not yet come vp, u( 
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your Vncle Worcefiers Horfe came but to day, ' 

And n’ow their pride and mettall is afieepe. 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a Horfe ishalfethe halfe ofhirafelfe. 

Hot. So Ate the Horfes of the Encmie, 

In generall iourney bated and brought lows 
The better part of ours are full of reft. 

W or. The number of the King exceedcth ours t 
ForGodsfake, Coofen, ftaytillall come in. 

TheTrumpet founds a parley. Snter Sir Walter Blunt . 

Blunt. I come with gracious offer from the King, 
Ifyouvouchfafemehcaringandrcfped. 

Hot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt : andwouldtoGod 
You were of our determination j 
Some ofvs loueyoUAvell,and euen thofefome 
Enuie y our great deferuinges and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our quality. 

But ftand ag<*inft vs like an Enemie. 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftill I Ihould ftand fo* 
So long as out of limit and true rule, 

You ftand againftannoynted Maieftyt 
But to my charge. The King hath fent to know 
Thenatueeof your griefes, and whereupon 
You coniure from the breaft of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land. 
Audaciouscruelty. If that the King 
Haue any way your good defertes forgot. 

Which he confelleth to be manifold. 

He bids you name your griefes, and with all (peed, 
You (hall haue your defires with intereft. 

And pardon abfolute for your felfe,and thefe. 

Herein mif-led by yourfuggeftion. 

Hot. The King is kind .• and well weeknow, the King 
Knowes at what time to promife, when to pay .♦ 
MyFafher,my Vnclc, and my felfe. 

Did giue him that fame royalty he wcarcs. 

And when he was not fixe andtwenty ftrong, 

Sicke in the worldes regard, wretched, and low, 
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A pcore vnmindcd outlaw fneaking home, 

/ My Father gaue him welcome to the Ihore : 

And when he heard him fwcare and vow to God.. 
He came but to tlie Duke of Laneafier, 

To fue his liuery and beg his peace, 

With tearcs of innocency, and termes of zcale : 
My father in kind heart and pitty mou d ; 

Swore him afiiftance and perform’d it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barrons of the Realmc, 
Perceiu’d Northumberland did lcane to him, 

The more and leffe came in with cap and knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attend him on bridges, ftoode in lanes, 

JLaide gifts before him, proffer’d him their othcs, 
Gaue him their heires, aspages followed hirrtj 
Euen at thelieeles,in golden multitudes, 

He prefen tly as greatneffe knowes it felfe. 

Steps me a little higher then his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poore, 
Vpon the naked Ihore a tRauenfpurgh 
And now forfooth fakes on him to reforme 
omecertaine edids, and fome (Iraight decrees 
Thatlay too hcauie on thecommon wealth, 

Cries outvpon abufcjjfeemes to weepe 
Ouer his Countries wrongs, and by tnis face. 
This feeming brow ofTuftice,didhewinne 
The hearts of all that he did angle for ? 

Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 
Of all the fauourites that the abfent King 
In deputation left behind him here. 

When he was perfonall irrthe Ir 'tfh warre. 

Blunt. Tut,\ came not to hearethis* 
blot ♦ Th en to the poy nt. 

In Ihort time after, he depos’d the King, 

Soone after that, depriu’d him of his life, 

And in the neckeofthat,task’t the whole ftate: 
To make that worfe, fuffred his kinfman March, 
Who is, if eueryownerwereplac’d, 
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Indeed his King, to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfome to lie forfeited, 

Difgrac’d me in my happy vidories ; 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated my Vncle from the Counfcll boord, 
Inragedifmifde my Father from the Court, 

Broke oth on oth, committed wrong on wrong, 

And in conclufion, droue vs to feeke out 
This head of fafetic, and withall to pric 
Into his title, the which we finde 
Too indired for long continuance. 

Blunt * Shall I returne this anfwer to the King ? 

Hot. Not fo. Sir Walter. Wecle withdraw a while : 
Goe to the King, andiet there be impaund 
Somefureti e for afafe returne againe. 

And in the morning early fhall my Vncic 
Bring him our purpofe, and fo fare well* 

Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and loue. 
Hot. And may be, fo we fhall.. 

Blunt. Pray God you doe. 

Enteh Archbifhop of Torke , and fir Michell. 
Arch. Hie, good dVrA/^*//,beare this feaicdBriefc 
With winged haft to the Lord c JMarJhall, 

This to my coofen Scroope , and all the reft 
To whome they are directed. Ifyou knew 
How much they doe import, you would make haft. 

Sir Mi. My good Lord, I gefle their tenor* 

Arch. Like enough you doe. 

Tomorrow, good Sir Michell,i$a day 
Wherein, the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Muft bide the touch i For Sir at Shrewsbury , 

As I am truly giuen to vnderftand. 

The King with mighty and quick rayfed power. 

Meets with Lord Harry ; and i fcare Sir MicheS, 

What with the fickneffe of Northumberland, 

Whofe power was in the fir ft proportion ; 

And what Owen Glendowers abfence thence, 

Who withthem was rated hrmely too. 
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And comes not in, ouer-rulde by Prophecies, 

I feare the power oi Percy is too weakc, 

Towage aninftanttryal with the King. 

Sir Awhy,my good Lord, you need not feare. 

There is Douglas, and Lord Mortimer , 

Arch. N OjMortimer is not there. 

Sir M, But there is Mor dake, J ernon, \, t Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord oiWorcefier,&nd* head 
Of gallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

Zlrch. And lb there is, but yet the King hath drawne 
The fpeciall head of all the land together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lane after. 

The noble Weflmerland, and warlike Blunt ; 

And many mo Coriuales,and dcaremen 
Of eftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he fhalbe well oppos d. 

Arch. I hope no Idle; yet,needtull t’is to feare, 

And to preuent the worft, Sir Mtchell, fpeed : 

For if Lord Percy t hriue not ere the King 
Difmittc his power, he mcanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard of our confederacy 

And t’is but wifedometo make ftrongagainft him : 

Therefore make hafte, I muff goe write againe 
To other friends, and fo farewell, Sir Michell. Exeunt, 

Enter the King , Prince of Walts, Lord Iohn of Lane after 3 Eark 
ofWejfmerland, fir Waiter Blunt, and Fa/ftaiffe. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere, 

Aboue yon buskie hill, the day iookes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Prince, TheSoutherne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by hollow whittling in the leaues, 

Foretels atempeft and a bluftering day. 

King. Then withthelofersletitfimpathize. 

For nothing canfeeme foule to thofe that winne, 

TheTrumpetjounds , Enter Worcefler. 

King , How now my Lord of Worcefler? t is not well, 
Thatyou and Lfhould meet vpon fuch tearmes, 

As 



~ ' 

Henry the Fourth * 

As now we meete. You haue deceiude our truft. 

And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 

To cruih our old vneatte liens in vngentle Steele : 

This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

Whatfayyou to it? will you againe vnknit 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred warre i 
And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a faire and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Onbroched mifehiefe to the vnborne times ? 

Wor, Heare mee,my Liege : 

For mine ownc part, I could be well content 
To entertaine the lag-end of my life 

With quiet houres : For I proteft, 

1 haue not fought the day of this diflike* 

King, You haue not fought it; how comes it then? 
Falf. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 
‘Prince, Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor, It pleafde your Maiefty toturne your Iookes 
Offauour, from my felfe, and allourHoufe $ 

And yet 1 mutt remember yau my Lord-* 

We were the firft anddeareft of your friends. 

For you, my Staffe of office did I break e, 

In Riehards time, and potted day and night. 

To meete you on the way, and kitfeyour hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I; 

It was my (elfe, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. Y ou fworc to vs. 

And you did fweare that Oath at Dancafier, 

That you did nothing of purpofegainft the ttate, 

Nor claime no further, then your new falne right, 

The feate of Gant, Dukedome of Lancafier, 

To this, we fweare our ayde : but in fhort fpace 
It raind downe Fortune fhowring on your head, 

And fuch a floud of Grcatnette fell on you. 
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What with our heJpe> what with the abfent King, 
What with the injuries of wanton time, 

T he Teeming fuft'erances that you had borne, 

And the contrariouswindes that helde the King 

So long in the vnlucki clri/b Warres, 

That all in England did repute him dead *, 

And from his lwarme of fairc aduantages, 

You tookeoccahon to beejuickly wooed. 

To gripe the generallfway into your hand j 
Forgot your oath to vs at Doncajier; 

And being fed by vs, you vs’de vs fo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes bird, 

Vfeth the Sparrow, did oppreffeour nett. 

Grew by our feeding, to l'o great a bulke, \ 

That cuen our loue durrt not come neare your fight 
Tor feareof fwallowing: but with nimble wing 
We wereinforft for fafety fake, to flie 
Out of your fight, and raife this prefent head. 
Whereby we hand oppofed by luch meanes 
As you your felfe haue forg’d againft your felfe. 

By vnkind vfage, dangerous countenance, • 

And violation of allfaith and troth • 

Swore to vs in your younger enterprife. 

King. Thefethings indeede, you haue articulate. 
Proclay med at Marktt croires, read in Churches,. 
To face the garment of Rebellion, 

With f orne fine colour that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poore difeontents. 
Which gape, and ru b the Elbow at the newes 
Ofhurly burly innouocation : 

And neueryerdid infurreftion want 
Such water colours, to impaint his caufe j 
Nor muddy, Beggars, flaming for a time. 

Of pd-mell hauocke and confufion, 

Prin, In both your Amies, there is many a fioul’e 
Sail pay full dcardy for this encounter. 

Ifonce they ioync in tryall. tell your Nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth loyne with all the world 
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In praife o iHewrf Percy : by my hopes 
Xhis prefent enterprife fetof his head, 

I doe not thinke a brauer Gentleman, 

More aftiucj more valiant, or more valiant yong, 
jVlore daring, or more bould, is now aliue. 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds : 

For my part, I may fpeake it to ray flume, 

1 haue a trewant been to Chiualrie, 

Andfolhearche doth account me too? 

Yet this before my Fathers Maieftie, . 

I am content that he Hull take the ods 
Of his great name and ettimation, 

And wth to faue the bloud on either fled, 

Try fortune with him in a Angle fight. 

King. And, Prince of Wales, fo dare we venture thee, 

Albeit, considerations infinite 
Doe make againft it : No good Worcetler , no, 

Weeloue our people well; euen thofc we loue 
That are raided vpon your Coofcns Part .• 

And will they take the offer of our Grace, 

Both hee, and they^andyou yeaeuery man, 

Shall bee my griend againe, and lie be his. 

So tell your Cooler), and bring me word. 

What he will doe. But if he will not yeelds 
Rebuke and dread corre&ion waitc on v s. 

And they (hall doe their office.So be gone, 

We will not now bee troubled with reply, 

We offer faire, take it aduifedly. 

Prin. It will not be accepted, on my life, 

Tht T) owgUs zndthz Hotfpur both together, 
Areconfidentagainft the world in armes. 

King. Hence therefore, euery Leader to his charge, 

For on their anfwere will we fet on them; 

AndGodbefriendvs, as our caufe is iuft. Exeunt, tpaneut 

Fd. Hal, if thou fee me downe in the Battle Prim, Fat, 
And heftridc me fo, tis a point of friendflup, 

Trrn. Nothing buta^c/^jcandoetheethatfriendlhip. 

Say thy prayers, and farewell . 

1 3 Fet/. 




The Hiftorie of 

FalJ. I would it were bed time Hal, and all well. 

Pnn. Why? thou owed God a death* 

Half, T’isnotduey.et, I would be loth to pay drim before hj 8 
day : what need ibefo forward with him that calls not omnecj 
Well, t’ is no matter, Honour pricks me on : yea but how ifH 0 . 
nour prick me off when I come on J how then can Honour fet t 0 
a legfnojor an armc? no, or take away the griefe of a woundfoo, 
Honour hath no skillin Surgcric then, no: What is Honour? a 
Word : What is that word Honour? Aire latrimme reckoning, 
Who hath it? he that died a Wednefday? Doth he feelcit? no: 
doth hehcareit?no: t’is infenfiblethcn?yea,to thedead.-butwill 
itnotliuc with the liuing? no ; why? detradion will not fuffer 
it, therefore lie none of it } Honour isa meere Skutchion } and 
fo ends my Catechifmc, Exit. 

Enter Worcefier , andfr%ichard Vernon. 

War. O no, my Nephew mud not know. Sir Richard, 

The liberall kind offer of the King. 

Ver. T’werebefthedid. 

War. Then areweallvndone, 

It is notpoffible, it cannot be, 

The King would kcepe his word inlouingv*, 

He will fufpedi vs ftill, and find a time, 

T o ponifh this offence in others faults $ 

Suppofition, all our Hues, fnallbe ftucke full of eyes. 

For T reafon is but trullcd like theFoxe, 

W ho ncuer To tame, Co cherifht, and loekt vp, 

Will haue awildetrickeofhisanceftcrs : 

Looke how he can, or fad or merrily: 

Interpretation will mifquotc ourlookcs, 

And we fhall feed like Oxen ata flail, 

The better cherifiit, (till the nearer death. 

My Nephews trefpalfe may be well forgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood. 

And an adopted nameofPriuiledge, 

A haire-braind Hot/pur, gouerned by afpleene, 

All his offencesliue vpon my head. 

And on his Fathers. We did traine him on, 

And his corruption being tancfrom vs.' . 
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We as thefpring of all, fhall pay for all : 

Therefore good Coofen, let not Harry know 
In any cafe, the offer ofthe King. Enter Hotjpftr. 

fer. Dcliuer what you wil,Ile fay tis fo.Here comes your Goo- 



Exit Dwg. 



Hot. My vncle is returnd, 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Weftmerlandi 
Vncle, what newes? 

Wor. The King will bid you Battell prclently. 

Dow, Defie him by the Lord of Wettmeiland 
Hot. Lord Dowglas, go you and tell him fo. 

Dow, Mary and fhall, and very willingly. 
fPor, There is no feeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid, 

Wor, I told him gently of your grieuances, 

Of bis Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfu caring that he is forfworne, 

He calls vs Rebels, Traytors, and will fcourge 
With haughty armes , this hatefull name in vs, 

Dow. Arme Gentlemen, to armes, for I haue throwne 
A braue Defiance in King Henries teeth j 
And Weftmcrland that was ingag’ d did beare it, 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor, The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the King? 
And Nephew, challeng’d you to finglefight. ^ 

Hot, O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads. 

And that no man might draw fhort breath to nay, 

But I and Harry ^Monmouth : tell me, tell me, 

How fliewd his talking ? feem’d it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my foulc, I neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modeftly, 

VnleiTe a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle excrcife and proofe of armes. 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, 

Trimd vp your praifes with a, princely tongue, 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making you euer better then his pra ife. 

By Rill difpraifing prayfe, valued with you : 

And which became him like a Prince indeed, 



(fen. 



Enter Dow « 



He 



The Eiflorie of 

He made a blafhing citall of himfeife. 

And chid his trevvant youth with fuch a grace, ' 

As if he raaftred there a doule tpirit 
Of teaching, and oflcarning infl antly s 
T here did he paufe, but let me tell the world* 

If he out-liue the enuie of this day, 

England did 'neuer owe fo fwette a hope. 

So much mifeonftred in his wantonnelfe. 

Hot. Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his follies : neuer did Iheare 
Of any Prince fo Wild at liberty : 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, 

That he fhall Ihrinke vndcr my courtcfie 

Arme, arme with fpeede,and fellowes Souldiersf,riend$, 

Better conlider what you haue to doe, 

That I that haue not well the gift of tongue. 

Can lift your bloud vp with perfwaiion. Enter* Meffeng 

M ejf. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot reade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is fliort, 

Tofpend that fhortnelTc bafcly,were too long : 

If life did ride vpon a Dials poynt, 

Still ending a^rhe arriuali of an hower. 

And if he liuc, we liue to tread on Kings, 

If die, braue death, when Princes die with vs, 

Now for our Confciences, the armes is faire, 

When the intent for bearing them is iuft, Enter another. 

M eff. My Lord, prepare, the Kingcomcs on a pace. 

Hot. 1 thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale; 

For 1 prof eife not talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his beft ; andhearc draw I a Sword, 

Whofe temper I intend to flame 

With thebefl blood thathlcan meet withall. 

In the aduenture of this perillous day. 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftie inftruments ofwarre, 

And by thatmuficke,letvs all imbrace, 
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For heauen to earth, fomeofvs neuer fhall 
A fecond time doefuch a curtefie. . 

Heere they embrace , the Trumps found, the Kwg enters wttkhta 
power, alar me to the Battell : then enter Dowglas, and fir Walter 

Blrnt, What is thy name that in Battel thus thou crolFeft me? 
What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head 

Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaufefome tell me, that thou art a King* 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford dcare to day hath bought 
Thy likenefte, for in Head of thee, King Harry 
This Sword hath ended him,fo fhall it thee, 

VnlelTe thou yceld thee as a prifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borne to yeeld, thou proud Scot, 

And thou lhalt find a King that will rcuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Dowglas kilsBlunt, then enters Hotffur. 

Het.O Dowglas, hadit thou fought at Holme don thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot. 

Dow. A Is done, als won, heere breathlefle lies the King. 

Hot. Where*? Dew. Heere. 

Hot. This Dowglas ? No, I know this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt j 
Semblably furniflit like the King himfeife. 

Dow. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert aKing ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dew. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coates, 
lie murder all his Wardrope piece by piece, 

V ntill I meet thcKmg. Hot, Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand fullfairely for the day, 
tsilarme, enter Falflalffe film. 

Talf. Though I could feape [hot-free a t London, 1 feare the 
fhot heere, heere’s no fcoring but vpon the pate. Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s honour for you, heere’s no vanitie, 

K I 
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I am as hot as molten Lead, and as heauie too : God keep Lead 
out of me,! need no more weight then mine ownebowels:I h aUe 
led my rae of Muffians where they are peperd : theres not three 

& * - ' ■' ^"‘‘"etownes end,tobego e 

Enter the Prince. 8 
lend mee thy Sword, 

■■■|^|^^ - gM 

Whole deaths are yet vnreueng d,I prethcc lend me thy Sword. 

p a l o Hal, I prethce giue me leaue to breathe a while:T Ur k e 
Grenorit neuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day : 

I haue payd Percy, 1 haue made him fare. 

Prince . He is indeed, and huingto kill thee ; 

I prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Pal, Nay before God Hal , ifTVrcjbe alme, thou getft not 
my fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prince Giueit me# whatsis it in the calc? 

Palf, I Hal, tis hot, theres that will facke a Citie. 

The Prince dr awes it out, and ftndes it a bottell of Sacke, 

Prince What, is it a time to iett and dally now ? 

He threwes the Bottell at him., Exit , 

pal, I (Percy be aliue,Ile pierce him, if he do come in my way, 
fo : if he do not, if I come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me. Hike not fuch grinning honour asfirWalterhxh'. 
giue me life, which if I canfaue.fo : if not, honour comes vn- 
Ipoktfor, and theres an end. 

idlarme, excurftons , enter the King, the prince, Lord John 
of Lane after, and Sarle of Weftmerland, 

King 1 prethee Harry. withdraw thy felfe, thou bleedeft too 
much } Lord John of Lancafter, goe you with him. 

P*John Not I»my Lord,vnlelTe I did bleed too, 

Prin. I befeech your Maieftie make vp, 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Ki. I w ill do fo; my L. of Weftmerland, \ezdc him to his Tent. 
Weft. Come, my Lord, lie leade you to your T ent. 

Prince Leade me my Lord, I doe not need your helpe ; 

And God forbid a (hallow fcratch ihould tlriue 
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during life. But who comes heere . 

‘Prince What ftandft thou idle heere. 
Many a Noble man lies ftarke and Itifre, 
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The prince of Wales from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftaindeNobilitie lies troden on. 

Our duty this way lies : For Godsfakecome. 

Trin. By God, thou haft deceiu’d me Lancafter, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch afpirit; 

Before I loud thee as a brother John, 

But now I doe refpeft thee as my foulc. 

King I faw him hold Lord Percy atthepoynt, 

With luftier maintenance then I did looke for 
OffuchanvngrowneWarrier. 

Prin. 0,this Boy lends mettall to vs all. fxn. 

Doiog. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Bmglas fatall to all thofe 

That wearethofe colours on them. Whatartthou 

That counterfeitft the perfon of a King? 

Ki. TheKinghisnfelfe, who Exutglas grieues at heart,, 

So many of his ihadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King: I haue two Boyes, 

Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field; 

But feeing thou fail'd on me fo luckily, 

I will aiTay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Dorvg, I feare thou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in faith thou bear’d: thee like a King : 

But mine I am fure thou art, who ere thou be ; 
Andthuslwinnethee, , 

They fight, the King being in danger, enter Prince oj Waltt* 
Prince. Hold vp thy head v ile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherly,StaJford,Blmt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of fValesthax. threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but he meancs to pay. 

They fight, T)owglas ftieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent. 

And f® hath Clifton : lie to Cl f ten ftrait. 

King, Stay, and breathea while, 

K a Thou 
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Thou haft redeem thy loft opinion, 

And flicwd thou makeft tome tender of my life 
In this faire refcue thou haft brought to me* 

Trince. O God, they did metoo much iniurie. 

That euerfaid,.I hearkned to your death • 

Ifit were fo, I might haue let alone 

The infulting hand of Dowglat ouer you, 

W hich would hauebeene asfpeedy in your end,* 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world, 

And fau’d the trecherous labour of your Sonne* ^ 

Kin, Make vp to Qftort, lie to S. Nicholas Gaypfey. Exit, 
Enter Hotfjur. 

Hot, If 1 miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

?nnee. Thoufpeakft, as if I wouid deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Prince, Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell of that name*, 
lam the Erince of Wales • and thinke not Percy, 

To fliare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England brookc a double raigne. 

Of Harry Eercy, and the Prince of Wales, 

Hot. Now (hall it Harryl for the hourc is come, 

To end the one of vs; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes,were now as great as mine. 

Prince. lie make.it greater, ere I part from thee. 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Crcft 
He crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot, I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

Thejfight. Enter Faljlalffe* 

Falf, Well faid Hal, to it Hal, Nay, you fliallfindc no Boyes 
play heere, I can tell you. 

EnterDowglas, hefghts with Faljlalffe, hefals detune as 
if he were dead, the Prince ktlleth Percy, 

Hot, Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of my youth, 
l better brooke the Ioffe of brittle life, 

Then thofe proud Titles thou haft won of me, 

They wound my thoughts worfc, then the fword my Belli •* 
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But thought’s the flauc of life, and life times foole. 

And Time that takes furuey of all the world , 

Mull haue a ftop. 0,1 could prophefic. 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tonge : no Percy, a hou art duft, 

Prwe. For Worms, braue Percy, Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 weau'd Ambition, how much art thou fhrunke l 
When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

AKingdomcfor it, was too fmalla bound. 

But now two paces of the vileft earth, 

Isroome enough : this earth that beares the dead, 

JBeares not aliue fo flout a Gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible of curtefie, 

I iliould not make fo great a ihew of zeale ; 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe.Ile thankemy felfe 
For doing thefc faire rites of tendernelfe, 

Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignomy (leepe with thee in the graue. 

But not remembjed in thy Epitaph. 

He jpieth Faljlalffe on the gr ound. 

What, old acquaintance, could not all this flefls 
Keepe in a little life l poore Iacke farewell : 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man ‘ 

O, I Ihould haue a heauy mi lie of thee, 

If I were much in loue with vanitie j 
Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day. 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweid will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. 

Faljlalffe rifeth vp, 

Falf. Imboweid l if thou imbowell me today , He giue you 
leaue to powder me , and catemee too to morrow. Zloud, fwas 
time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot had payd mee 
fcotandlettoo. Counterfeit i I am no counterfeit: to die is t® 
be a counterfeit, for heeis but the counterfeit of a man , who 
hath not the life of a man ;but to counterfeit dying, when a man 

& % . thereby 
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thereby liueth, is to be no counterfeit, butthetrue andperfeft 
image ofltfe indeed. ThebetrerpartofvalourisDifcretion ; j n 
the which better part 3 1 haue faued my life. Zounds I ara afeard 
of this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : howifheeihouid 
counterfeit too, and rife i by my faith I am afraid he would proue 
the better counterfeit ? therefore lie make him furc ; yea, and I] e 
fweare I (lew him. Why may not he rife afwell as Ifnothing con, 
futesmee but eyes, and no body fees me t therefore firra, with a 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with me. 

He takes vp Hotffnr on hi* backe . Enter Prince and 
John of Lancaster. \ 

Prtn, Come brother Iobn, fullbrauely haft thou flefit 
Thy mayden Sword. 

Iobn Butfoft,who haue we hecre ? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Prtn, I did,I faw him dead, 

Breathlelfe, and bleedingon the ground. Artjthou aliuc i 
Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye* fight ? 

1 prethee fpcake,we willnot truft our eyes 
Withoutoureares, thou art not what thou fcem’ft, 

Ealf. No that’s certaine , I am not a double man : but ifl bee 
not lacke Faiftalffe , then am I a Iacke : there is Percy, ifyour Fa- 
ther will doc mee any honour, fo : if not, let him flay the next 
Percy himfelfe : I looke to be either Earle or Duke, I can allure 
you, 

P rin. W hy Percy, I flew my felfc, and faw thee dead. 

Ealf, Didftthou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giuen toly* 
ingf Igraunt youlwasdownc, and out of breath, andfovvas 
he, but weerofebothataninftant, and fought a long houreby 
Shrewsbury clocke, iflmay bebelecued,fo: if not, let them that 
ihould reward Vaiour, beare the finne vpon their owne heads. 
He take it vpon my death, I gaue him this wound in the thigh, 
if theman were aliuc, and would deny it, Zounds I would make 
him eate a peeceof my Sword. 

Iobn, This is the ftrangeft talc that euerl heard. 

Prin, This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother Iobn, 

Come bring your luggage nobly on your back^ 

For 
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Pr , r my part, if a lie Will doc thee grace, 

Jjc it with the happ.eft teames l haue. 

1 ° A retreat u founded. 

Prince The Trumpets found retreat, the day is ourst 
Come Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

To fee what friends are liuing, who are dead. ^ Exeunt. 

1 Fall', lie follow, as they fay, for reward; He tnatrewardesme, 

God reward him. Ifl do grow grille grow leifefor llepurge, 
,„ d tout Sacke,and liuecleauly,as .Nobleman ihould doe. 

Lxit* 

j'ljg trumpets found, enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lor A 
John of Lancafter, Earle offf'elimerland&ith 



King Thus euer did Rebellion findcrebuke, 

111 fpirited fVorcefter, did not we fend grace. 

Pardon and tearmes of Louc to all of you* 

And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor of thy kinfmans truft J 
Three Knights vpon our party flame to day, 

A noble Earle, and many a creature elfe, 

Had beenealiue this houre, 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence, 

tvor. What I haue done, m^ fafetie vrg d me to, 
And I imbracc this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be auoyded, it falls on mee. 

Kino Beare Worceftcr to the death, and V trnon too : 
Other* Offenders we willpaufe vpon* 

How goes the Field ? 

Prince The noble Scot Lord Dowglas fWiicR he faw 
The fortune of the day turn’d quite from him, 

The noble Percy flaine,and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft j 
A nd falling from a hill, he wasfo bruizd, < 

That thepurfuers tookc him. At my T ent, 

Th zDowglas is, andlbefeech your Grace, 
Imaydifpofeofhim, 
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With all my heart. 

Trince* Then brother John of Lanoaft er. 

To you this honourable bountie ihal! belong, 

Got to iheDewglcM and deltucr him 
Vp to his pleasure raniomlefle and free. 

His valour fiaewne vpen our Crefts to day> 

Hath taught vs how to cherifh fuch high deedes, 

Euen in the boibme ofour aduerfaries* 

King. Then thisremaines, thatwe diuide our Power, 
You Sonne John, and mycoofen WeJlmerUnd, 

Towards To^dial! bend you with your dccrcft fpeed. 
To mcete Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroepe^ 
Who (as we hearc) are bufily in armes i 
My ftlfc and you, Sonne Harry, w ill towards Wales, 

To fight with Giendewer , and the Earle o 1 March, 
Kebelliou in this Land (hall loofe his way> 

Meeting thechecke of fuch another day.* 

And fince this bufinelfc fo faire is done,- 
Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne. 




